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Anon. 


It's  a  Gay  Old  World. 


i 


~|x  M>  J 


J.  Lincoln  Hall. 


raj 


L  when  you're  gay,  when  you're  sad, 

1.  It's  a  gay  old  world  when  you're  gay,  And  a  sad  old  world  when  you're  sad; 

2.  It's  a  grand  old  world  when  you' re  great,      And  amean  old  world  when  you' re  small; 

3.  It's  a  beau  -  ti  -  ful  world  to  see,  Or  it's  dis-  mal  in  ev  -  'ry  zone; 


h  >  1 


But    wheth-er  you  play,  Or  go    toil  -  ing    a -way,  It's    a    glad  old 

It's    a   world  full  of  hate  For  the  fool  -  ish  who  prate  Of  the   use  -   less  - 

The     thing   it  must  be  In  its  gloom  or   its  glee      De  -  pends  on  your- 

h     I*  -m-  -m-  —  h     I*  J  J^J* 


r 


world  when  you're  glad,  It's  a    glad    old    world  when  you're  glad, 

ness   of  it    all,  Of  the  use  -  less  -  ness     of  it  all. 

self       a  -   lone,  De  -  pends  on  your-self      a  -  lone. 

when  you're  glad,  ^  when  you're  glad. 


Chorus. 


m 


-m- 


*    »  m 


m 


 m  m  m — L 


It's  a  gay  old  world  when  you're  gay,  And  a  sad  old  world  when  you're  sad; 


when  you're  gay, 


when  you're  sad; 


i  i  i  .. 


1—1—1—=: 


i — r— r 


r— i — r 


i 


4^ — fc- 


h  K 


-* — 


But  whether  you  play,  Or  go  toil -ing  a -way,  It's  a  glad  old  world  when  you're  glad. 


m 
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There  is  Room  at  the  Top. 


H.  L. 


Haldor  Lillenas. 


— m-i — lm-~ M — ^«-r — i  1— - — M — F«— — *L — -  m  ~&- 


1.  Would  you  be   sue  cess  -  ful   in    the  work  you      do,    Do   your  best  and  al  -  ways 

2.  Treas-  ures  are  not  oft  -  en  by  the     i  -  dler  gained,  Worth-while  things  by  workers 

3.  Mul  -  ti- tudes  are  la  -  bor-ing  up  -  on    the  ground, Some  have  climbed  their  ladder 

-J- 


■9*-' 


with    a    pur  -  pose  true,    For    suc-cess    is   not    so  ver  -  y    far  from  you, 
on  -  ly    are    ob-tained,  Loft  -  y  heights  by  shirk  -  ers  nev  -  er    are  at-tained, 
to      the  mid  -  die  round,  On  -  ly  few   the  sum  -  mit  of    sue  -  cess  have  found, 


i= p=c«  ^t_=^=q=t====t= 


I    r  [ 


H3 


w  Chorus. 
f    >  1 


3ar— ; »— : 


-  -  -  I     w  v 

There  is  room    at  the  top,    room   at   the  top.    There  is  room  at  the  top  so 

JKL-  JtL.  -m- 

.(2  ,  &  pi  yl-  £  £  £  r£  £ £  £  *- 


— 


5  s 


nev 


I 

er,nev-  er  stop  Till  you've  climb' d  to  the  highest  step  of  the  ladder;  While  some  are 
-m--  -m*       -m--        -f-   -    -  .  -  -» 


£ — *r4 


m 


dly  wait-ing,whileoth-ers  are  de- bating, Keep  climbing,  there's  room  at  the  top. 

-m--    -m-  -m-    -m--  -m-    'Z  .   _  -<?  . 


:t=: 
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Minnie  E.  Hicks. 

Moderately. 


Autumn  Song. 

Joyfully. 


Adam  Geibel. 


1 .  A  -  way  1  A- way !  A-way!  (A  -  way!)  Autumn  skies  are  bending;  Col-  ors  rich-ly  blending 

2.  0  sing  we  now  farewell!  (farewell!)  Summer,thou  art  leaving;  Sore  our  hearts  are  grieving; 


■fe^— I  M- 


J^_r  ,  ' 


Si 


Deck  the  fields  and  for  -  ests  all  in  bright  ar  -  ray;  Come,  0  come  with  sing-ing! 
Hap  -  py,  we  have  loi  -  tered    in  thy  fragrant  bow' rs;  But  'mid  Au-tum's  glow-ing 


l~rt 


m 


 nc  U-J* — r»  _ft  r>— n  >  -k^ — ,  , 


Set  the  ech  -  oes  ring  -  ing;  Let  us  help  Dame  Na-ture  keep  her  hoi  -  i  -  day. 
Now  we'll  sing  thy  go  -  ing    And  we'll  wait  to  greet  a  -  gain  thy  gold  -  en  hours. 

JV  JS    _  _ 


^^^^ 


-i  ^ 


5=f 


Sops,  and  Altos,  s 


^ — fe- 


I 

Nuts,  brown  nuts  we  will  gath  -  er  as  we  sing; 
New  joys  throng  with  the  chang  es  of  the  year; 


See  the  birds  that  southward 
Meet  each  coming  sea  -  son, 


 ^.  1  ^j—  w- — 


Parte. 


+     V    +  V\ 


fly     on  tire-  less  wing; 
then,  with  hope  and  cheer. 


Mys  -  tic  shad-ows  lin  -  ger  o  -  ver  hill  and  dell, 
High, and  high-er  yet   our  songs  of  gladness  swell; 


Copyright,  MCMXVII,  by  Adam  Qelbel  Music  Co.   International  Copyright  Secured. 


Autumn  Song.— Concluded. 


mf  A  Utile  slower. 


P 


 *-w  ■-—  — • —  c&  +-—m — — ^— L[^s)  — 1 — z^-t  JJ 

While  Summer  turns  and  smiles,  a 


While  Summer  turns  and  smiles,  and  smiles  a  sweet  farewell,    a    sweet  fare  -  well. 


i 


When  the  Morning  Breaks. 


Bertha  Mae  Lillenas. 

4 


Haldor  Lillenas. 


*  *     i  nil  j    I   r-*-  *     i  ij^i 

1.  Nature  wakes  from  sleep,  When  the  morn     -     ing  breaks;  A  -  way  the  shadows  creep, 

2.  Sparkling  drops  of  dew,  And  skies  of  golden  hue, 

3.  Sleep-y    lit  -  tie  heads,  When  the  morning  breaks;  Must  leave  their  downy  beds 

-    -   rJL^^r^.-^J^ 


-I  I  L 


t=t: 


i  i  r  i 

When  the  morn  -  ing    breaks;  Larks  be -gin  to  sing,  Robin's  on  the  wing,  Day  its 

Flow'rs  with  fragrance  rare, Cloth' d  in  garments  fair/Blossom 
When  the  ear  -  ly  morn-ing  breaks:    Wakened  ev'  -ry-thing,  Hear  the  school- bell  ring,  And  the 

—  S-rJ^'  _  _  :f^ri3 


1 — r— r=t 


Refrain.  Sops,  and  Altos.  ^ 

 fc-r-H  1    i~   -fr 


-4- 


T  ;5  f- 

du  -  ties  bring,  When  the  morning  breaks.  1 

ev  -  'ry-where,  When  the  morning  breaks.  >  When  the  morn  -  ing  breaks,  When  the 
chil  -  dren  sing;  When  the  morning  breaks.  J 


:t: 


Parts. 


3? 


-Z5l- 


morn  -  ing  breaks;       Hearts  are  glad  and  none  are  sad,  When  the  morn  -  ing  breaks. 


-fS2- 


i 
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Elsie  Duncan  Yale. 


Sail  We  with  Joy. 


F.  von  Flotow. 
(Arr.  by  Alfred  Judson.) 


-a- 


1.  Sail     we    with  joy,      O'er  life's  wide  sea,    'Neath  the  light     all     is  bright, 

2.  Sail     we    with  cheer,    On     day   by   day,     O'er    the  tide     deep  and  wide, 

3.  Sail     we   with  hope,     Tho' storms  may  sweep,  O'er    the  skies  clouds  may  rise, 


—J 

— m —  o —  

4t*  

Glad  of  heart  are  we;    Hold  to  our  course, 'Neath  the  skies  so  blue,  E'er  to  our 

Hast'ning  on    our  way;  Thro' cloud  and  storm, Hope  shall  hearts  imbue,  E'er  to  our 

Bil  -  lows  lash  the  deep;  Ne'er  would  we  swerve,  Cour-age  we  re -new,  E'er  to  our 

m  .   m    m  .    m  -     g-    g'   J?"  -  - 


Chorus. 

I- 


guiding  compass  true.     On    -    ward,  on  -  ward  sail        with  glad-ness,  Hold  the 
On  ward,  ev  -  er    on  -  ward,  onward  sail  with  glad-ness,  Hold  the  course, 


✓   p  V  V 


r — r 


course  with  pur  -  pose  true;  On-ward  we're  sail- ing,  o'er  all  pre  -  vail  -  ing, 
hold  the  course    with  a  pur-pose  true ; 


 -1*4  JV4  -N-- ! — rJ— i  '-  I- — N — H-r-n  g-r— fe-r4— n 


Sail    we    on,    sail  on, 


m- 


mm. 


on,  on, 


To  our  corn-pass  true,  e'er  be  true! 


in 
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The  Gavotte. 


Elsie  Duncan  Yale. 

Lightly. 


J.  Lincoln  Hall. 


P  *  +  ? 

1 .  O  the  days  that  mem'  ries  treasure, 

2.  Merry  maidens  coyly  glancing, 

3.  Maiden  with  the  winsome  faces, 


Days  of  old  of  joy  and  pleasure, 
Curtsied  with  a  smile  entrancing, 
Maidens  with  the  dainty  graces, 


i/  ¥  ¥  W 

Maidens  trod  a 
To  the  state  ly 
In  your  quaint  bro- 


fm%  4-m-m-m-»-+—m- 


t— f 


i*-fa*-^-fa*- 


 ^tS_^__tJ^2.  £±, 


"1,  Sop.  and  Alto. 


$=t=t 


m 


state  ly  measure,  Long 
mu  -  sic  dancing,  Long 
cades  and  lac  -  es,  Long 


fee 


go! 
go! 
go! 


X  *  P  "  '        ~  X  ■— - 

Hark  the  quaint  gavotte  of  yore, 
Bow-  ing  in  a  court-ly  way, 
List  the  spinet's  sound  we  hear, 


■L— L— t 


BE 


-F- 


All.  Parts. 


5=1  : 

* 

3 

•  X-— 

-|SZ-«                    p.  - 

1 

Echo  down  the  years  once  more, 
Slow-  ly  to  the  part-ner  sway, 
Lightly  sounds  its  music  clear, 


As  they  danc'd  in  bygone  day, 
Mu  sic  of  a  dis-  tant  year, 


-w-w- 


Loog 
Long 
Long 


:t=t 


i 


1,  ^ztn^i 


% 1  1  1 


=f1 Bgllgg 


go  I 


Instf.  Sempre  staccato. 


1 — i — r 


1 — ri — -4 


ALL.  Parte. 
I      h    IS  I 


1) 


i    p  p  -» 

Long  a  -  go,  long  a  -  go!  ^  ^  ' 

Long  a-  go,  long  a-  go ! 


-P-P-P- 


I 


p  p  r  p  w 
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The  Summer  Morning. 


i 


H.  L. 


FT  AT. TV) Tt   T.TT  T  -FVAa. 


m 


1.  Soft  -  ly  the  suni-rner  morn  -  ing  Steals  o  -  ver  land  and  sea.  Robed  in  his  fair  a  - 
2  ^ak-ing  the  sleep-ing  flow  -  ers.  Kiss -ing  the  morning  dew.  Mak  -  ing  the  woodland 
3.  Night  with  its  rest  is     o  -  ver.  Day-light  has  come  a  -  gain.  Sweet  comes  the  breath  of 


✓    ✓  ✓ 


I 


>    ✓  ✓ 

 *  -v 


~* — »~ 


✓    ^  ✓ 

dorn-  ing  Beau-  ti  -  fed. bright  and  free:  Tint-ing  the  east  with  crini-  son.  Paint-ing  the 
bow  -  ers  Gleam  with  their  diamonds  new;  Bringing  from  lane  and  meadow.  And  from  the 
clov  -  er.  Wafc-ed  a- cross  the   plain:    Breezes    a-sle«p  are  wak- ing.  Rip-plingthe 


m  — 

p 

m 

0 

— * — 

^ — ■ 

— 

m — 

0 — 

• — i 

•  - 

> 

I 


>    s    s  ^ 


hills  with  gold;  Chas-ing  a  -  way  the  shad -ows.  While  gates  of  day  nn  -  fold, 
leal  -  y  trees:  Car  -  olsfrom  hap  -  py  song-birda.Mu  -  sic  from  humming  bees, 
pla  -  cid   lake:    Cans-ing  the  wa  -  ter    lil  -  y    From  pleasant  dreams  to  wake. 


jm  .;.m 

m 

m 

■ 

m 

•        »  _ 

0  • 

*  • 

r~0  

 1 — 

4— 

i  k-I 

— — i 

✓  > 

1  "  v  ^  — :  ■ 

Chorus. 


Sum  -  mer      morn    -  ins. 


fair       and  bright.     ^"    You  have 


* 

■  - —  • 

-  4 

-+ — - — - 

'  5—  • 

m 

* 

1 

1  * 

-m 

• 

1  < 

m   

-« 

■ 

'  m 

• 

is 


chased       a    -    way       the  night. 


m  ■ 


And      have     filled  the 


■ 

■J 

 J  

— 

J               L                I  a 

i  ' 

• 
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The  Summer  Morning— Concluded. 

m     J  poco  rit. 


9 


earth  with 


ligbt, 


Fair  sum  -  mer  morn-  ing, 
I     -  1^  ! 


thee  we 

n  r 


love. 


:=!=- 


mm 


Swinging  Song. 


S.  B.  S.  S.  B.  Stambough. 


1.  Swing-  ing  'neath  the    ap  -   pie  tree,      Bring  -  ing  thrills   of  child  -  ish  glee; 

2.  Thro'  each  day  they're  free      to  roam,     Such     is  child  -  hood  life    at  home; 

3.  Eve  -  ning  bids  the    day      to  close,     All        is  wrapped  in  sweet  re  -  pose; 


From  the   morn   till    al  -  most  night,    Mo-  ments  with  joy  are    bright.  .  .  . 

Joy  and   glad  -  ness  ev  -  'ry  where,    Nev  -  er    to  know  a  care  

From  the    child      a    fan  -  cy  gleams,  While  in    its  peace  -  ful    dreams.   .  . 


J. 

— i 

r  f- 

Mn>-t-  

— i— .  

-<s>—  

— ft* 

Chorus. 
JUL    _|    A  J 

1     |  , 

[  ■ 

_j   1_ 

!  i  ' 

1 

>  > 
-1  -1 

:S=S=*S: 

i 

•7  

Now  like  a 

bird  as  we 

dip  so 

high, 

i  m — , — 

Almost  as 

far  that  we 

 -p— • 

v   C1  1 

tip     the  sky. 

:f-  ■  {=: 

-<S2  * 

r-  r: 

t 

1-  t— 

— zd— — 

—1  H 

4- 

--3  -1- 

-  -J 

-        -<d-       -d-          '  — 

Swing  -  ing       gay   -    ly  Un  -  der    the     ap   -    pie      tree.  .  .  . 


— 

-1= 

-< 
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No.  10.      There  are  Countless  Blessings. 

Grace  Gordon.  Adam  Getbel. 


Surf 


»•  *  *  +  *  * 


1  r  * 

1.  There  are  countless  blessings  all  our  way  a  -  dorn  -  ing.  Teii-der  to  kens  of  a  Father's 

2.  There  are  countless  blessings  day  by  day  un  -  fold  -  ing,  For   a  changeless  love  is  o'er  our 

3.  There  are  countless  blessings,  peace  and  comfort  bringing,  For  a  Father  hears  His  children's 

.JL-  Jt-  M~  -M— 


*Sr*  +  jjg — ^  *   *   *  ^ 


*    +   +  W 


care;  Wondrous  mercies  that  are  new  with  ev-  'ry  morn  -  ing,  Joy  and  glad  ness  to  His 
way;  And  a  strength  that  ne'er  can  fail  our  hearts  up  hold-  ing,  In     a    Father's  constant 
cali;   Of  His    lov  -  ing  kind-nesa  ev  -  er   we  are  sing  -  ing.  For  His  wondrous  love  is 


:2m: 


Chorus.  ^ 


trust-ing  chil-dren  bear. 

care   we  rest  for  aye.  }    Ev-er  joy-ous-ly,      ev-er  joy-ous-ly.       Of  His  bless-ings 

shin  -  ing  o'er  us  all. 


n  s 
igh*           *  ■ 

S    h  ,N 

J                    *  1* 

K 

s 

9    j  m 

s=  — ^§=fc 

a  -  « 

— «— 

1 

m 

+  

*  m  0 

H 

all  unnumbered  would  we  sing;  0  so  lov-  ing  -  ly,      0    so   lov-ing-  ly, 

His  blessings  sing ; 


to  to  to  to  to 


+    *    1  I 


m 


+  +  +  *  +  + 

i  1  


1^  I-  *  •  <S^« 


y      *  ^ 

Sent  from  rich  and  royal  treasure  of  the  heav'nly  King;  rich  and  roy-al  treasure  of  the  King. 
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Never  Say  Pail  I 


11 


P 


J.  Lincoln  Hall. 

A 


SEE? 


1.  Keep  push  -ing — 'tis   wis  -  er  Than  sit  -  ting   a  -  side,    And  dream- ing 

2.  With  eye     ev  -  er     o  -  pen,  And  tongue  that's  not   dumb,   And  heart  that 
life's   ear  -  ly  morn -ing,  In     man- hood's  firm   pride,  Let   this  be 


3.  In 


and 
will 
your 


—  3*— — £  1 

-1-             fc    -to-.-to  b 

pi 

 1  pr 

All. 

— 1     -1  -fc- 

Unison.  if 

-fc  |__|  K 

-« 

^  s 

•  -wr 

nev  -  er  To  sor  -  row  sue  -  cumb —  You' 11  bat  -  tie  and  con  - 
mot  -  to   Your  foot  -  steps   to     guide;     In  storm    and    in  sun 


quer, 
shine, 


Tho' 
What- 


on  -  ly  pre  -  vail  Who  dai  -  ly  march  on  -  ward  And  nev  -  er  say  fail ! 
thousands  as  -  sail:  How  strong  and  how  might  -  y  Who  nev  -  er  say  fail! 
ev  -   er    as  -  sail,   We'll  on  -  ward  and  con  -  quer, And  nev  -  er      say  fail! 


I  I  > 
Refrain. 


All.  Unison. 


Keep  push  -  ing,  keep  push 


Parte. 


sail,  Keep 


ing,  What  -  ev 


=:=fe: 


er 


t===t 


V  I 


4— f 


push-  ing  and  push-  ing  and  push-  ing    a  -  head,  And  nev  -  er 


say      fail ! 


SSI 
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Colts  Stzp.>'z. 


Little  Cloud. 


EL  F.RVEgT  NlCHOL. 


it** 


I 


a 


L  Lit -tie  cloud, 

2.  Do  you  think, 

3.  Tho'you  fall 


In  the  west.  Are  you  proud 
As  you  stay  On  the  brink 
As  the    dew,     And  are  all 


'   . 



r*  . — •  r 

-m--—+  

 1 

1      '  '  * 

r  FFF^I 

■ 

 2  

'  -=-.  p 

T« *  * 

L^ji — 

:  s  • 

1  P 

To  be  drest 
Of  the  day. 
Made  a  -  new. 


In    the    rays    of  the  set -ting  sun. 
How  the  sun  will  re  -  turn  on  nigh  ? 
ew,     As    a     gift     to  the  flow'rs  at  night, 


Clad  in 
He  will 
You  will 


V 


gold, 
send 
rise 


Then  in  rose, 
You  his  light 
From  the  plain 


Ere  you  fold  In  re  -  pose.  When  the  splen  -  dor  of 
At  the  end  Of  the  night;  You  may  change,  but  you 
To  the  skies    Once  a  -  gain,  When  the  sun   lifts  yon. 


/ 


Tit  P 


3^ 


i  Vf=* 


light  is 
er  will 
with  his 


tWl 

nev 
up 


I  I  * 

light  is  done?. 

er  will  die,  . 
with  his  light  . 


When  the  splen  -  dor  of 
You  may  change, but  you 
When  the  sun    lifts  you 


nev 
up 
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Little  Cloud— Concluded. 


13 

I 


done?  light.  Lit-tle  cloud,  lit -tie  cloud, 
die.  ^  h 


lit-tle  cloud!  .  .  . 


P  1  -q- 


-3— n- 


i 


When  the  South  Wind  Blows. 


La verne  Grey. 


m 


Haldor  Lillenas. 
 N— i  


3 


1.  From  the  dis  -  tant  Trop  -  ic  lands  The  south  wind 

2.  From  the  land  of  palm  and  pine  The  south  wind 

3.  From  the  sun  -  ny  south-  em  wild   The  south  wind 

4.  Warm  and  pleas-ant   is    the  day,    The  south  wind 


blows,  From  their  warm  and 

blows,  0  -  ver  ma  -  ny 

blows;  From  an    o  -  cean 

blows;  Birds  are  sing  -  ing 


sil  -  v'ry  sands  The  south  wind  blows, 

fruit- ful  vines  The  south  wind  blows, 

warm  and  mild  The  south  wind  blows, 

car  -  ols  gay,  The  south  wind  blows. 


*Oo,    00,   00,        00,        00,    00,  00, 
The  south  wind  blows,   gen  -  tly  blows, 


r — r 


3C 


From  dis  -  tant  Trop  -  ic     lands    And  from  their  sil  -  v'ry  strands,  The  gen  -  tie 


i 


-a-  k  -1+4 — ft— ft. 
7      *•  m~m~ *r 

^ 

i 

— -i- 

r    1^    K  ' 

2*4 

i 

i 

— i— — i — m 

In 

r-  r ; 

1 

eg 


J.   L  I* 


Si 


"M  & 


r 


*  If  preferred  in  first  four  measures  imitate  wind  instead  of  singing  words. 
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Sail  On  ! 


P 


Grace  Gordon. 


Clarence  Kohlmann. 


*3 


f 


1 .  With  Christ  our  Pi  -  lot  tried  and  true,  Sail  on, 

2.  The  Word  di-vine  our  chart  shall  be,  Sail  on, 

3.  Our  guid  ing  star  a   Father's  love, Sail  on, 


sail  on! 
sail  on! 
sail  on! 


Sail  od, 


sail  on  ! 


While  sea  is  calm  and 
To  guide  us  o  -  ver 
It  shines  from  heav'nly 


3=E=E 


1 — I — i — r 


r-T — i — i — r 

o'er  life's  wide  sea, 
tho'  tempests  sweep, 

.J  J  J.J, 


/  Sail  on,  sail  on, 
\  Sail  on,  sail  on, 


Chorus *j  J  j  ) 


22: 


si: 


0  0 


*  m  S  0 

o'er  life's  wide  sea,  . 
tho'  tempests  sweep, 

— •  m  * 


skies  are  blue, Sail  on,  sail  on! 
life's  wide  sea, Sail  on,  sail  on! 
heights  above, Sail  on,        sail  on! 

Sail  on, 


Sail  f  on, 
s      \ on, 


m 


t=t=t 


hi — 


1-1 


His  hand  ,  shall  be, 
He  rules        the  deep, 

iU-J*  *  J  J  J 


shall  be ; 
the  deep ; 

iUJ- 


5=t 


Sail  on,  sail  on  ! 
Sail  on,  sail  on  ! 

J  J  J  ' 


4— F- 


— i — m  — i  1  1 — »(-  -<s>- 


Up -on  the  helm  His  hand  shall  ev-er  be;  Sail  on,  sail  on! 
Our  Pi  -  lot  rules,       He  rules      the  rag-ing  deep;     Sail  on,  sail  on! 


I    1  I 


1 — r— r 


O'er  ro 


4-4- 


He  guides  us  home. 


B1^ 


i 

O'er  rolling  foam,  ....   Un-to  the  har-bor  He  guideth  us  home  Sail  on,  sail 


1    I  I 


i — i — r 


1— TT 


rn — r 

the  helm,  Sail  on,  sail  on,  sail  on  I 


•a- 


Till  harbor's  won, 

rJJJ  Ji 


5® 


0*0 

Till  harbor's  won, 
0  


r 


He  holds  the  helm,     Sail  on 


1    1  H 


— n — r 

*  Small  notes  for  very  high  voices,  if  desired. 
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Wait  a  Moment. 


15 


Alice  Jean  Cleator. 


Alfred  Judson. 
(Cho.  arr.  from  F.  Mendelssohn.) 


3- 

— «  1 — <s — 

^  .-ft: 

§p:4  %  -?   =  * 

[__  m — m — & — 
-m- 

r  s  s  r 

3-  -£ 

Wait  a  moment!  Stop  and  think,  Ere  harsh  words  are  spo  -  ken;  Tho'  un-seen,  a 
If     an   an  -  gry  word   is   said,  Soon  a  heart  is    bleed  -  ing;  An  -  gry  words  will 
Speak  your  words  if  hope  they  bring,  But  if  harsh,  0     stay  them  1  Pow'rs  of  thou  sand 
-m~  -m-  <5>-  -9--  g»- 


m. 


:t=: 


4: 


t— F 


•J — -J- 





I  I 
word  has  pow'r  By  which  hearts  are    bro  -  ken;    Who  can    an  -  gry  words  un  -  say? 
come  not  back,  Not  thro' long  years' plead  -  ing;    Speak  but  kind  words    ev  -  'ry  day, 
courts  and  kings  Nev  -  er   can    un  -  say    them;  Speech  has  pow'rs  of    life    or  death, 


:t==t 


3  O 


£Js?  ss?  c-(^ 

'  .  .'^ 

Swift  they  fly    a  -  way!  Then  care- ful  be,  yes,   ev-'ry  day,  Be  kind!     Be  kind! 

Sweet  as  songs  of  May;  Bring  sunshine  as  you  pass  life's  way,  Be  kind!     Be  kind! 

Ut  -  tered  in    a  breath;  Then  care-ful  be,  and  joy  you'll  find,  Be  kind!     Be  kindl 


5=S: 


fS*. 


2* 


1 — i- 


I 


Chorus.  ("War  March  of  the  Priests,"  from  "Athalia."    F.  Mendelssohn. ) 

Unison.  ]        i  Farts.  \ 


 >•  1  & — » 


-<S-  -<S- 
"St-  T5>" 


EE 


J*-4 


Then  on  -  ward    go,      Scattering  flow' rs  of  hope  and  glad  -  ness,  So  shall  thy  words  Like 


=t=: 


-ar- 


I      I      I  I 


3 


4=j= 1 


1 


songs  of  birds,  Bring  joy  where  the  shadows  dwell;    Then   joy  where  the  shadows  dwell. 


1»: 


EE 


4 


•K2— 
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The  Song  of  the  Clock. 


Elsie  Duncan  Yale. 

%n  I    f*  1 


-fr  I—  Tt7 


J.  Lincoln  Halt,. 
-|  »— |  > 


L  To   and  fro,   in  meas-ure  slow, While  time  swift      wings;     This  the  song  thro' 

2.  To    and  fro,   as    mo  ments  go,  In    shade  and       sun;        Mo-mentsglad  and 

3.  To   and  fro,   no  rest    to  know  The  hours   to        mark;     Day    by  day  speeds 


~rr    r  flg    g  fi 

—  m     m  m — 

- — Li-  i  1*— l 


i  — i — i — i-j — ^ — j — h+ — j 


9 


Refrain. 

-I  


years    so  long,  The  old  clock  sings, 
mo  -  ments  sad,  It    counts  each  one. 
on       its  way,  The  old    song;  hark! 


Here  she  goes  and  there  she  goes, 


£  I. 

m 


Tick, 


tock, 


tick, 


tock, 


ffi^t — 

S. — iv- 

 « 

■     3  1         r  H  — f-t 

r  ?  J  J 
w  »  >.  £ 

i 

U 

i 

mm       m    1   m       m      mr-  - 

Moments  are  pass-ing  a 
 «  «  3i  d  1 


way;  Here    she  goes  and  there   she  goes, 

a  -  way, 


1 


Tick, 


tock, 


tick, 


tock, 


*    '  W 


5|— £ 


,  r  * 

Moments  of  work  or    of  play,  list  its  tick-ing!  0  Tick,    tock,    tick,  tock, 


=31 


m  i  i — =*- 


 1  


Tick, 

3= 


tock, 


 -I  -*_J  


si 


l  I 

Hear  the  pa  -  tient   clock,    Here  she  goes  and  there  she  goes,  Tick,  tick,  tock 

jfL.  _m.    jm_.  _m_.  .  ,m__ 


m — m  m- 


i 
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Rain  On  the  Roof. 


17 


A.  N.  O. 


Haldor  Lillenas. 


if*  ■!*'■ 


1 


v->— j* 


^      ^       T       w  ^  ^ 

1.  When  the   hu-  mid  show-  ers  gath-er,    o  -  ver   all  the  star-ry  spheres,  And  a 

2.  Ev  -  'ry    tin  -  kle    on    the  shin- gles leaves  an    ech  -  o    in    the  heart,  And  a 

3.  There  is  naught  in   art    or    sci  -  ence  that  can  work  with  such  a   spell,  In  the 


K    S  IS 


is 


qs=^ 


*  *  *  \*  k 

mel  -  an-chol-y  darkness  gen  -  tly  weeps  in  rain  -  y  tears, 'Tis  a  joy  to  press  the 
thousand  dreamy  fan-cies  in  -  to  bus  -  y  be  -  ing  start;  And  a  thousand  rec  -  0  - 
spir-it's  pure, deep  fountains  where  the  ho  -  ly  passions  dwell;  As  that  mel  -  0  -  dy  of 

.m.   .m.  jl. 
=f— fctja=p=£z=  rr=^pr-r:i==^— -L— fL= t— tr— 


-m- — m_ — t 


s    \  S 


poco  rit. 


h ,  >  iv  r»  r>  f .  r» 

pil-low  of    a  cottage  chamber  bed,  And  to     lis  -  ten  to  thepat-ter  of  the 

lections  weave  their  bright  hues  into  woof,  As     I     lis  -  ten  to  thepat-ter  of  the 

na- ture,  that  subdued,  subdu-ing  strain  That  is  played  up -on  the  shin-gle  by  the 

jl.         jm..  .m.                   .m-                                   _  _  -m  -Is 


k# — fe* — * — ^-4*— b*— fc*— ^— |  — b*— c* 


Refrain,  p 


l>   L*    •    •  ^  r 


soft  rain   o  -  ver-head.  J 
soft  rain  on  the  roof.  >•  Tra,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  Tra,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la, 
pat  -  ter   of  the  rain.  J 


IS    N  h 


^7-1 


2—: 


And  to    lis- ten  to  thepat-ter  of  the  soft  rain  o- ver-head;  soft  rain  o- ver-head. 

f-f-,. i>-  ,w?«_,.   -        -   *  *  * 


fc*— fa* — |#>    1/    1*    1/    »    1/  b*    ^  b*— p 
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No.  18.       Help  to  Make  a  Happy  World. 

Elsie  Duncan  Yale.  Adam  Geibel. 


s     Sl  h     S  | 

-•     •  »s  j 

— 1  1  1  

mm 

•  •  J 

i  *  4 

-i — * 

1.  Wondrous  are  the  mer- cies  dai  -  ly  sent  from  heav'n,  Love  is  like    a  ban-ner 

2.  Tho'  the  clouds  of  e  -  vil  low  -  er  dark  and  drear,  Pow'rs  of  sin  shall  all  be 

3.  Joy  -  oua    in    the  serv  -  ice  of  the  King  of     love,  Let  His  bless-ed  ban  -  ner 

iii  - 


, — 

-» — fcfcS — 

— 1  

 L_ 

— 

b»    ^     5   1  ^ 

— d — 

downward  hurl' d;  (be  downward  huri'd;)  Help  to  win  the  vic-t'ry  by  a  word  of  cheer, 
be      un-furled;  (be  now  un  furled;)  Spread  a  -  far  the  sunshine  of  His  wondrous  love, 


fXn  Si 


— h 


?   *    ^  ^ — ^ 


i  ,  ^  •  

CHORUS.  Unison. 

-  *  ft  *  1 

> 

1 

— ' — 1 

pill 

■y.fflj  j 

f — 4*  m'  + — 

h-jr-tS  -  9-9- 

-^ti — rr—r- 

Help  to  make  a  hap  -  py  world. 

Help  to  make  a  hap 

-s= 

py 

* 

world, 

4*-    49-  -Pt 

f  i*i 

t 

k  5  W  1 

4 

Parte. 

I  is  fe. 

^  0-0    49  '  0    0  '  *  *'  = 

 1_ 

J  9  9  * 

3 


Help  to  make  a  hap  -  py  world; 

*   V  ■       4  •  8 


In  the  blessed  serv-ice  you  may  have  a  share, 


-3 


mm* 


v  ^  !  ! 


-2 


Help  to  make  a  hap  -  py  world. 

1 


Help  to  make  a  hap  -  py  world. 


£3E 


^7 
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Elsie  Duncan  Yale. 

All.  Unison,  with  feeling. 


Farewell  to  Summer. 


19 


F.  Paoli  Tosti. 
(Arr.  by  Alfred  Judson.) 


-m-   -w-     -m-  • 


-73- 


1.  O'er  the  hills    a    gold -en  haze     Her -aids  pass-ing  of  Bum-mer  days, 

2.  Murm'ring  brook 'mid moss- es  green,    Rip-pling  on    in  thy  path   se  -  rene, 

3.  Sun  -  lit   fields,   so   fair  and  bright.  Soon  shall  sleep  'neath  a  man -tie  white, 


t-2-.»- 


i 


i 


«-  •  -m- 


Flow' rs  that  bloom' d  in  sun  and  shade,  Flow' rs  so    fair,  must  ye  droop  and  fade? 
I    -     cy   bonds  shall  wait  for   thee,   Si  -  lenced  soon  shall  thy  glad  song  be; 
Breez  -  es   blithe    so    soft  -  ly   creep,  Yet   how  soon  shall  the  storm-wind  sweep; 


42- 


SOP.  AND  ALTO.  Unison,  with  expression. 


PS 


f 


«*"P  fiff-i  r 


f 


-      — — w 


The  for  -  est  in  gold  and  in  crim  son  is  bright,  Far  to  south  songbirds  now  take  their  flight. 
The  frost  king  is  nearing,  how  stern  is  his  sway,  Fields  grow  sere  and  the  skies  dull  and  grey. 
The  summer  is  fad-ing,  her  glories  must  wane,  Soon,  ah,  soon  comes  the  dark  winter's  reign. 


4-4 


pi 


Chorus.  All.  Parts. 


K  I 


■251- 


1/  ^  > — - 

Good-bye,    sum  mer,  good-bye,  good-bye,  Good-bye,  sum-mer,  good  -  bye,  good- 


m 


Hi 


4«— 


4=S 


-<s>  • 


bye; 


Yet  days  are  fleet  ing  and  glad  the  greeting,  A  -  gain   shall  we  wel-come  thee. 


atrt 


w~i  r-1-^ 
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m 


Elizabeth  Wood. 
Sop.  and  Alto. 


Every  Day, 


Donizetti. 

(Arr.  by  Alfred  Judson.) 


1.  Ev  -  'ry  day    brings  gold  -  en  treas-ures,   Kind  -  ly  deeds     we    one  and 

2.  Ev  -  'ry  day  is  crowned  with  beau  -  ty,  If  we  strive  with  earn  -  est, 
3..  Ev  -  'ry  day     some  joy     is  bring -ing,     Joy     of  friend  -  ship,  joy  of 


to 


m 


all  may  do;  Fill  the  mo  -  ments  in  roy  -  al  meas  -  ure,  Do  the 
loy  -  al  will;  Do  -  ing  glad  -  ly  each  task  and  du  -  ty,  And  the 
vie  -  t'ry  won;    While  the      mo  -  ments  are  swift  -  ly     wing  -  ing,     May  our 


work  that  waits  for 


that  waits  for  you. 
hours  with  sun-shine  fill, 
work   be    all  well  done 


0     the  days  with  treas  -  ure   lad  -  en, 

O     the  days 


3=* 


J2L 


-*—r 


f 


cfcfc 


0     the  hours  that  swift  -  ly 

O      the  hours 


wing,      Let    us  greet  with  hope  and 


3 


1 


xr — r 


glad- 


ness,  Take  with  hap  -  py  hearts  the  joys,  the  gold  -  en   joys    they  bring, 


m — m  

«-    4*-  A 

ft.  . 

 1 

»-  - 

 ! 

«_  - 

»- 

m..  . 



m  _ 

^^=3 

* — w — 

+  1 

*  

*  1 

+ — 1  1 

* — p — fl 
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Tarry  Town. 


21 


H.  L. 


Haldob  Lellenas. 


m 


SL-a,->: 


S3 


— — i  i  m.u  m 


1.  In  tar  -  ry  town,  in  tar  -  ry  town  so  ma  -  ny  children  stay,  They  love  to  rest  thro' 

2.  In  tar  -  ry  town,  in  tar  -  ry  town  so  ma  -  ny  children  stay,  They  tar  -  ry  near-ly 

3.  It  may  be  pleas-ant  to    re-  pose  and  sleep  our  time  a  -  way,  And  tar  ry  where  the 


r,  r  i  i 


i 


k — EEjjj — ^:$=z,^LZj|ij 


morn-ing  hours  and  sleep  them  all  a  -  way;  They  sel-dom  come  to  school  on  time,  but 
ev  -  'rywhere,  to  while  their  time  a  -  way;  They  tar  -  ry  by  the  babbling  brook,  to 
fragrant  flow' rs  are  blooming  by  the  way;  But    if  our  task  we  shall  complete,  our 


rit. 


I 


oft  -  en  are  too  late,  They  love  to  tar  -  ry  by  the  way  and  wait  and  wait  and  wait, 
hear  it  soft  -  ly  sing,  They  tar-ry  when  they  ought  to  run,and  stop  for  ev-  'ry-  thing, 
du  -  ty  not  to  shirk,  We  must  be  -  gin  and  end  on  time  and  work  and  work  and  work. 

—m-—9 — •-—J— r£- 


— r»-—m — »- 


-fx~w~'  — m — m.  1 


Chorus. 


45 — 


I 


In      tar  -  ry  town,    in    tar  -  ry  town   We'll  nev  -  er,  nev  -  er  wait; 

S  ■      K      ft     |\    —     J*     -&   f    £:  iLll 


is  h 


qt—m-*—+  -  =  =-  

But      go     to  school  and  keep  the  rule      Of    nev  -  er    be  -  ing  late. 


i\  ft  t. 

V  ?  *  to  

m-' — m-  

-m. 
*  —t 

- 

i — 

t — l — — £ — n 

£  

^— t 

 pi— t?  0— * — 
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22  Keep  Working  On. 

Alice  Jean  Cleator. 


Richard  Wagner. 
(Arr.  by  C.  Harold  Lowden.) 


f ' 

1.  Keep  work  -  ing    on,     work  -  ing    on,      be    not      a  shirk  -  er  found, 

2.  Each    pass  -  ing    hour,     use     it     well     its  gold  -  en  les  -  sons  learn, 

3.  Look    not     be  -  hind   when  some  task    you  dread  -  ed   is      be  -  gun, 


1 — r 


J  * 

I  I 

-  i.^ 

-J     m  m 

-*A  "j  j— 

— r  *  *  4 — h  m 

-ffl  

 (Si 

 m  _« — 

 « — 

-3      *  9 

4    J'  3 

— i  « 

L25*  * 

Each  set  of  sun  should  be- hold  you  stand  on  high  -  er  ground;  Up 
Like  sum-  mer  flow' rs  they  shall  pass,  and  in  -  tomem-'ry  turn;  Be 
With  hope  and  cheer,  work  a  -  way,  like  mag  -  ic 'twill  be  done 


y 

hill  the 
not  con 
Up  -  hill  the 

1 


road, 

tent 

road, 


strive  hour  by  hour, 
life's  good  to  miss, 
strive  hour   by  hour, 


-1=2- 


i  i  j 


Each  ef  -  fort  gives  new  zeal  for 
O  do  your  best  and  do  not 
Each   ef  -  fort  gives  new  zeal  for 

— i  1  •  1  1  » — F— 


± 


Chorus. 


■4  L 


true  sue- cess  andpow'r!  | 

strive  for  less  than  this.  >  Keep  work  -  ing  on,  work  -  ing  on,  no  ef  -  fort  can  be 
true  sue- cess  andpow'rl  J 

Male  Voices.  .  I?*. 

Mjpcztz^jbqqq  ===srp2 — pz^ezrift 


TTT 


'-r 


B    I    [■  1  , 


Female  Voices. 


7 


lost. 


T  r     fff    r    i     i  i. 

More,     more  than    gold,     more    than  gold;     Of  wis-dom  ev  -  er 


I      .   f*    h  N 


X- 
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Keep  Working  On.— Concluded. 

All.  Parts.  *)  ^ 

It       *  w  I 


1- 


st- 


23 


cost, 


Work  -  ing     on,   work  -  ing   on,     sue  -  cess     you    shall  win! 


EE 


I  Will  Go  a  Pishing. 


H.  L. 


HAI.DOR  LlLIiENAS. 


t.  When  va  -  ca  -  tion  time    is   here,  I      will  go     a  fish-  ing;    What  a  time  of 

2.  When  the  teach  -  er    has  gone  home,  I      will  go    a  fish-  ing;    Thro'  the  woodland 

3.  Seems   I    can  not  eat    e- nough,When  I   go    a  fish- ing;    And   the  steak  is 


fefa — r 


t=t= 


— j — p— i^£= 


!  («. 


BE 


U»    k  k 


4K- 


joy   and  cheer,  When  I    go     a    fish -ing;   With  my  reel  and  rod  and  hook, 
I      will  roam, I        will  go     a    fish -ing;  Thro' the  mead- ow,  glen  and  glade, 
nev  -  er  tough  When  I    go     a    fish  -  ing;  Rath  -  er  strange  it     is     to  me, 
 m — » — Jfc — * — »-±-r-+ — :f— {£ — » — * — * — 


dt 


=1 
When 
In 

That 


3— S=S=± 


I'm  thro' with  pen  and  book;    For    the  dash- ing   lit  -  tie  brook,  I  will 

the  oak  trees  pleas-ant  shade;  Up    the  stream  I    oft  -  en  wade,  When  I 

my  moth-  er   can  -  not  see;     Just  how  hun-  gry    I    can    be,  When  I 

.m.  m  p.  m  m  m. 


zfc 


Whistle. 

{Play  8va.  \ 


U»  ¥ 


I 


go    a  fish-ing.    (Strain  from  "Pull  Up  Stream.") 
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Hustle  and  Grin. 


J.  Lincoln  Hall. 


J*— I- 


m 


1  1/     U*  I  1 

1.  Smile  and  the  world  smiles  with  you;  "Knock,"  and  you  go  it  a  -  lone:     For  the 

2.  Sigh,  and  you  "rake  in"  noth  -  ing,  Work  and  the    prize  is     won;     For  the 

3.  Sing,  and  the  world' s  har  -  mon  -  ious,  Grum-ble,  and  things  go  wrong,  And 

is    Is    i       I  I 

_  _]  


V — g- 


75* 


-     r— h — r 

in  Where  the  kick  -  er    is  nev  -  er  known. 


cheer  -  ful    grin    Will     let  you 
nerv  -  y     man    With    back-  bone    can     By      noth  -  ing 
all        the  time    You  are  out     of  rhyme  With  the  bus  -  y 


be  out  -  done. 
bu8-tling  throng, 

£i  .m.        .  „ 


-IS— Is- 


^s==*: 


w  9 — & — 


the 


If  | 

Growl,    and  the  way  looks  drear  -  jr;    Laugh,  and  the  path 
Hus  tle!  And    for-tune  a  -  waits  you;  Shirk!  And  de  -  feat 
Kick,  and  there's  trou  -  ble    brew  -  ing,  Whis  -  tie,  and  life 
^       IV  h    K  Is 
m  m,-F-^F  ■  i*  «  =  ^  ,v 


f 


s  bright;   For  a 
s     sure;  For 
gay.     And  the 

|s  > 


wel-come  smile  Brings  sunshine,  while  A  frown  shuts  out  the  light, 
there's  no  chance  Of  de-liv  -  er- ance  For  the  chap  who  can't  en  -  dure, 
world' sin  tune  Like  a  day  in  June,  And  the  clouds  all  melt  a  -  way. 


Work  and 


ft.  ft 


±  r  r>  1=4: 

5*":*" 

sing,      and  the  path  i3 


JS  c 


-3- 


1 


bright,  Hus 


tie 


and     grin       and  the 


? — t 


— j- H-  UH 
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^  U  ^  L-T     U  L1 

load      is         light;  *Sighs  and 


•«-al — 1-| —  1- 


u  y 

**frowns      will     no    com  -  fort 

I  J 


Parts. 


-m- 


bring;  Smile  and  the  world  smiles  with   you,    So  smile  and 


I  I  i 


I  I 
sing. 


*  Sing  as  If  sighing. 


Frown. 


Come,  Let  us  Learn  to  Sing. 


Anon. 


■4-2 — 


Az 


1 —  


Come,  let  us  learn  to  sing, 
:4=E 


Wm.  B.  Bbadbuby. 


if 


L  U  ^  * 
i     *  r. 

Do,  re,  mi,  fa,  so,  la,  si,  do; 


:=|: 





Loud  let  our 


J  1- 


voi  -  ces  ring, 


m 


i  c  y  v  »  -  - 

Do,  re,  mi,  fa,  so,  la,   si,  do; 


Let  us  sing  with    o  -  pen  sound, 


i  i 


i 


With    our    voic  -  es    full   and  round,    Do,  si, 

i 


v — r 


^  U  V  \ 


r 

mi. 

so,  fa,  mi,  re,    do.  .  . 

sol. 
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There  Was  Once  a  Fisher. 


A.  N.  O. 


Haldor  Lillenas. 

 L. 


-L^  <• — « — <• — ^_L__  «  _  1 


1.  There  was  once  a  fish-  er  who  lived  by  the  sea,  Whose  life  was  merry  and  bright  and  free; 

2.  When  the  storms  came  in  from  the  rest-less  sea,  And  winds  blew  long  and  so  loud  and  free; 


.pi.  m  m. 


U — w 


k  i 


3S2  3  g  -5 — * — m 

»  ■>  i  f 

1—  ! 

m  ¥    *    d  %m  s- 

tJ 

*  > 

- 

Free  as  the  birds  that  fly  thro'  the  air,  Yes,  free  as  the  birds  of  spring;  Thro'  the 
When  whitecaps  danc' d  like  water  sprites  mad,  And  foam' d  all  the  rocks  a  -  mong,  Then 


long  summer  days  he'd  drift  and  float,  O'er  the  blue  waves  in  his  lit  -  tie  boat, 
swift  he  would  steer  to  an  in  -  land  cove,  And  an  -  chor  his  boat,  nev  -  er  more  to  rove 


i 


*  *  * 


±=it=± 


I   h  I 


i  4  4 


35^ 
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¥-  t#  ¥* 

But  when  night  rest-  ed  o-  ver  the  sea,  This  song  he  would  gai  -  ly  sing: 
Till  the  an  -  gry  winds  had  silenced  their  roar,  And  the  wild, dashing  waves  were  still. 


m — * — m~ 


Chorus. 


I 


-  -  u  u  -       .  u  r 

Sail      on,       sail      on,        in      my  boat   I'll     sail      on,       Sing  -  ing  my 


i 
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song 
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-5-*  ir.  *w« 

J     I  v-^l 

far  o'er  the  deep  blue  sea; 

"71- 


u  u 

We'll   sail  to  -  geth  -  er, 


no  friend  to 


 w-hhbhh 


3 


me  is  dear  -  er,  Noth-ing  is  as  pleas-ant  as  a  sail -or' s  life  so  free. 
-4- 


er,    Noth-ing  is    as  pleas-ant  as   a   sail -or' s  life  so 

4- 


IS 
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The  Miller  of  the  Dee. 


Old  English  Song. 
■  1  * 


Charles  Maskay. 


1.  There  dwelt  a  mill  -  er,  hale  and  bold,Be- side  the  riv  -  er    Dee;  He  wrought  and  sang  from 

2.  "Thoa'rt  wrong  my  friend!"  said  old  king  Hal, 1  lAs  wrong  as  wrong  can  be;  For  couldmy  heart  be 

3.  Themillersmirdanddoff'dhiscap:4lIcanearnmybread,"quothhe;"I  love  my  wife,  I 

4.  "Good  friend,"  said  Hal, and  sigh'd  the  while, 1  'Farewell!  And  happy  be;  But  say  no  more,  if 
—  ,  ,  m — P—rP- — -m  1 — m  -rM'Sim- 


morn  till  night,  No  lark  more  blithe  than  he;    And  this  the  bur-  den  of  his  song  For- 
light  as  thine,  I'd  glad  -  ly  change  with  thee.  And  tell  me  now  what  makes  thee  sing  With 
love  my  friend,  I   love  my  chil-dren  three.    I    owe  no  one  I   can -not  pay,  I 
thou'dst  be  true,  That  no  one  en  -  vies  thee;  Thy  mea  -  ly  cap  is  worth  my  crown;  Thy 


ess 

 m—m — 0t    m —  J — 

s  t— r  r>  P  r 

jk.  k 

:f  1 — r  3-: 

— »  r  r=tt=  t 

.VI  u» 
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i  ~i 

L|  K  1 

ey  -  er  used  to   be,     "I    en -vy  no  one — no,  not  I!  And  no  one  en -vies  me!" 

voice  so  loud  and  free  While  I  am  sad,tho'  I'm  the  king, Be  -  side  the  riv  -  er  Dee  ?  " 

thank  the  riv-er  Dee,  That  turns  the  mill  that  grinds  the  corn  To  feed  my  babes  and  me!" 
■mill  Tir.Tr  ]rir.~A^i*. > r,  -P,^  i  c^v.        „^        —  c„„.]  j ' „  v  t.  f\  „,;n  ~p  t\™  " 
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Smile. 


H.  L. 

± 


-:-s-t^iis-"~s--s 


1 


Haldop.  Lellenas. 


1.  What's  the  use  of    be  -  ing  gloom  y,  what's  the  use    of    be  -  ing  gium,  Might  as 

2.  In      your  path  may  be  some  bri-  ers,  but  you'll  find  some  ros  -  es    too,  Aft  -  er 


r~ t 


-t*  1 — 

5  * 


well  cheer  up  and  smile  a  bit  and  take  things  as  they  come;  Life  is  large-  ly  what  you 
shad-ow  comes  the  sunshine, aft  er  night  the  morning  dew;  There  is  nothing  gained  by 

T\m  m    -0-'     Jj  ^  .    —    ^-  -    —  — 


III 


>  1/ 


■-T — I — m-  |     ..  M  i  1  .      I — #  +  i-*w-\*r+-.  '  '-  '  ^—  +-#w-— «-H 


make  it,  what  you  can- not  help,  for-get,  Bright-er  days  are  in  the  mak- ing  that  you 
fretting,  what  you  can- not  help,  for-get,  Bright-er  days  are  in  the  mak -ing  that  you 


III 


>    ^  ^ 


"V      CHORUS.  Tempo  di  marcia. 


*  *    +  + 


£  £  5 


n  U       >  > 


™™  „a         f  Then  simply  smile,   for  just  a  while, 

have  not  seen  as  yet.  j  Th(m  gmile;   a  Jnt .  tfe  wMle 


] 


-=1— *- 


r  Then  sim-ply  smile 
\Then  sim-ply  smile 

 m  *  m  wl 


1—1     1  1 


for  just  a  while, 
a    lit  -  tie  while, 


*   *   s  * 


And  you  will  find   that   bur  -  dens  will  grow  light;  Thro'  cloud-  y 

And  what  you  ( Omit  

yes,  will  grow  light; 

.    -m-  ,      J*    S    E    is  h  
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days 
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Tliro'  cloudy  days, 
 m  y 


X  >      If       n  « 

.  .  .  look  up  al  -  ways,  .  .  .  And  you  will  see  your  sky  becom-ing  bright 


look  up  always, 


so  bright; 


ji  i  x 


mm 


—2  


IP* 


can  -  not  help,for  -  get;  "There's  a  sil-v'ry  lin-ing  in  ev'ry  cloud,"  So  smile,  just  smile. 


•©>— i  f 


-  SjP  p|  1  KT  ^  • 
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My  Dog  Dash. 


Theo.  E.  Perkins,  by  per. 


1 


1.  My  dog  Dash  is   full  of  fun,    Bow,    wow,    wow,  wow, wow;    See  him  jump  and 

2.  Now  he's  romping  far   a  -  way,    Bow,    wow,    wow, wow, wow;    Now  he's  roll- ing 
-    -    -    -    -m-  -m-  m       m       m       *    f»  -m-  j^l. 


^^=f»=^=^=FP=P=^==^^====*=^=FP==^: 


■■ai-q-a- 


t  f 


I  5 

roll,  and  run,   Bow,  wow,  wow,  wow, wow:  Lis- ten  to  his  joy- ful  bark,  Bow,  wow, 

in   the  hay,   Bow,  wow,  wow,  wow,  wow;  Bet-ter  dog  you  ne'er  did  see,  Bow,  wow, 

_m.     _                                          -     9-  -W~  -!*- 
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»-  t  s  * 

wow,  wow,  wow;  As  he  scampers  thro'  the  park,  Bow,  wow,  wow,  wow,  wow. 
wow,  wow,  wow;    I  love  "Dash"  and  "Dash"  loves  me,  Bow,    wow,    wow,  wow,  wow. 


30  The  Last  Rose  of  Summer. 

Thomas  Moore. 

N  .  .  

-A- 


Irish  Air. 


1.  'Tis  the  last  rose  of    summer,  Left    bloom-ing    a  -  lone;  All  herlove-ly    com - 

2.  I'll  not  leave  thee, thou  lone  one,  To       pine    on   the  stem,  Since  the  lovely  are 

3.  So        soon  may  I       fol-low,  When  friend-ships  de  -  cay,  And  from  love's  shining 


mm 


r 


pan-ions  Are  fad  -  ed  and  gone;  No  flow  -  er  of  her  kin-  dred,  No 
sleeping,  G-o  sleep  thou  with  them;  Thus  kind  -  ly  I  scat  -  ter  Thy 
cir  -  ele     The     gems  drop     a  -  way;    When  true  hearts  lie     with-ered,  And 


— 1 — rr~  ! . !  13* 
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leaves  o'er  the  bed, 
fond  ones  arp  flown, 


Where  thy  mates  of  the  gar-den  Lie     scent  -  less  and  dead. 
0       who  would  in  -  hah-  it    This   bleak     world  a  -  lone  ! 


bee 


Andante 

b\9  d 


Juanita. 


mm 


Caroline  Norton. 

— !  


1.  Soft    o'er  the  foun -tain,  Ling' ring  falls  the  southern  moon,  Far    o'er  the  mountain, 

2.  When   in  thy  dreaming,  Moons  like  these  shall  shine  a-gain;  And  day -light  beaming 

—  -       g   «  1— *  *  9   *    W   "!~  i-g  *  r*  


^ — W- 


I  I 


m — m- 
m- 


i — i— 

Breaks  the  day  too  soon!  In  thy  dark  eye's  splendor,  Where  the  warm-light  loves  to  dwell, 
Prove  thy  dreams  are  vain,  Wilt  thou  not,  re  -  lent-ing,  For    thine  ab  -  sent  lov  -  er  sigh, 


>  ft 


Juanita.— Concluded. 


i 
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Wea  -  ry  looks,  yet  ten  -  der,  Speak  their  fond  farewell !  Ni  -  ta,  Jua  -  ni  -  ta  ! 
In   thy  heart  con-sent  -ing    To       apray'r  gone  by  ?      Ni  -  ta,    Jua  -  ni  -  ta! 


mm 


(EES 


t=s=sst 


^1 


Ask  thy  soul  if  we  should  part!  Ni  -  ta,  Jua  -  ni  -  ta!  Lean  thou  on  my  heart. 
Let  me  lin  -  ger  by  thysidel     Ni  -  ta,    Jua  -  ni  -  ta!    Be    my  own  fair  bride. 


m 


EE 


ft=ft=t 


Home  Again. 

-I  A 


Marshall  S.  Pike. 


D.C.I.  Home  a  gain,  home  a  -  gain,  From  a    for-eign  shore !  And  0     it  fills  my  soul  with 

2.  Hap  -  py  hearts,  happy  hearts,  With  mine  have  laughed  in  glee, But  O  the  friends  I  loved  in 

3.  Mu  -  sic  sweet,  mu-sic  soft,  Lin  gers  round  the  place,  And  0     I  feel  the  child-hood 


_K2_ 


1=1 


^6 


ft=3 
ft 
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Fine. 


joy,    To  meet  my  friends  once  more, 
youth  Seem  hap  -  pi  -  er   to  me; 
charm  That  time  can-not  ef  -  face. 


Once  here  I  dropped  the  parting  tear,  To  cross  the 
And  if  my  guide  should  be  the  fate.  Which  bids  me 
Then  give  me  but  my  home-stead  roof,  I'll  ask  no 


I  I 


m 


t==t 


:=): 


I* 


o  -  cean's  foam,  But  now  I'm  once  a-  gain  with  those  Who  kind  -  ly  greet  me  home. 
Ion  -  ger  roam,  But  death  a  -  lone  can  break  the  tie  That  binds  my  heart  to  home, 
pal  -  ace  dome,  For    I    can  live   a   hap  -  py  life  With  those  I  love  at  home. 


32 


Old  Black  Joe. 


a  p. 

Poco  adagio 


Stephen  C.  Foster. 


1.  Gone  are  the  days  when  my  heart  was  young  and  gay;  Gone  are  my  friends  from  the 

2.  Why  do     I  weep  when  my  heart  should  feel  no  pain?  Why  do     I   sigh    that  my 

3.  Where  are  the  hearts  once  so  hap-py  and  so  free?  The   chil-dren  dear,  that  I 

JL.  JL.    JL.    JL  -£Z- 


-w — w 


em 


cot  -  ton-fields  a- way;  Gone  from  the  earth  to  a  bet  -  ter  land,  I  know,  I 
friends  come  not  a-gain  ?  Griev-  ing  for  forms  now  de  -  part  -  ed  long  a  -  go  ?  I 
held  up  -  on  my  knee?  Gone  to    the  shore  where  my  soul  has  long' d  to    go,  I 

j>     '  J6L-  JB--  -f*-     JR.  JKL. 
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D.S. — head  is  bend -ing  low; 
Fine.  Chorus. 


I 

D.S. 
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hear  their  gentle  voic-escalling/'OldblackJoel'Tm  coming,    I'mcoming,    For  my 
.«..,.-£:  .g.  js>.  .1    .     .     jc-  j«- 


:t=r- 


v  if  p 


hear  their  gentle  voic-  es  calling, 4 'Old  black  Joe! " 

Massa's  in  the  Cold  Ground, 


S.  C.  F. 


Stephen  C,  Foster. 

4—1- 


-a^-S-ar 


1.  Round  de  meadows  am  a-ringing  De  darkeys'  mournful  song,  While  de  mocking  bird  am  singing, 

2.  When  de  autumn  leaves  were  falling,  When  de  days  were  cold,  'Twas  hard  to  hear  old  Massa  calling, 

3.  Massa  make  de  darkeys  love  him,    Cayse  he  was  so  kind,     Now  dey  sadly  weep  above  him, 

.t^.JLJL.  JL.     JL.  JL.     ,  _  M...JL-JL.  _  JL. 
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Happy  as  cfeday   am    long.    Where  de  i-vyam  a- creeping,  O'er  de  grassy  mound, 
Cayse  he  was  so  weak  and  old.     Now  de  orange  trees  am  blooming,  On    de  sand-y  shore, 
Mourning  cayse  he  leave  dem  behind.  I  cannot  work  before  to-  morrow,  Cayse  de  tear-drop  flow, 

4*--*--/*-  ^  Jt-  JL.  .  JL. 
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Massa's  In  the  Cold  Ground.— Concluded.  33 

Chorus.  , 
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Dare  old  Massa  am  a-sleeping,  Sleeping  in  de  cold, cold  ground,  "j 
Now  de  summer  days  am  coming,  Massa  nebber  calls  no  more.  >  Down  in  the  cornfield 
I  try  to  drive  away  my  sor-row,  Picking  on  de  old  ban -jo.  J 


.j0 — \gh — 
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Heardat  mournful  sound;  All  de  darkeys  am  a-weeping,  Massa's  in  de  cold, cold  ground. 


-T-@~ I©  ^  
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Darling  Nelly  Gray, 

  I —  ^-W-^-i 


ill 


1.  There's  a  low  green  valley  on  the  old  Kentucky  shore,  Where  In  whiled  many  happy  hours  away, 

2.  When  the  moon  had  elimed  the  mountain,  and  the  stars  were  shining  too,  Then  I'd  take  my  darling  Nelly  Gray, 

3.  My  eyes  are  getting  blinded,  and  1  cannot  see  my  way ;  Mark,  there's  somebody  knocking  at  the  door! 


A  -  sitting  and  a-singing  by  the  little  cottage  door  Where  lived  my  darling  Nelly  Gray. 
And  we' d  float  down  the  river  in  my  little  red  canoe,  While  my  banjo  sweetly  I  would  play. 
0  I  hear  the  angels  calling,  and  I  see  my  Nelly  Gray,  Fare-  well  to  the  old  Kentucky  shore. 


^-s  -Sh-        -p~  m  -0~  m 
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J).  jS  — I' m  sitting  by  the  river  and  I' m  weeping  all  the  day,  For  you  ve  gone  from  the  old  Kentucky  shore. 
J).  S.  — I' m  a-coming — coming—touring,  as  the  angels  clear  the  way,  Farewell  to  the  old  Kentucky  shore. 

Chorus.  ^  w  fe  ^  D.S. 


1-2.  0  my  poor  Nelly  Gray,  they  have  taken  you  away,  And  I'll  never  see  my  darling  anymore; 
3.  0  my  darling  Nelly  Gray,  up  in  heaven  there,  they  say,  That  they'll  never  take  you  from  me  anymore ; 
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Robin  Adair. 


an  rug 


Caroline  Reppel. 

4- 
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I  .  .   I  I 

f  What's  this  dull  town  to  me?  Rob  -  in's  not 
I  What  was' t  I  wished  to  see.  What  wished  to 

f  What  made  th'  assembly  shine?  Rob  -  in  A 

\  What  made  the  ball   so  fine?  Rob  -  in  was  there;/ 

/  But  now  thou' rt  cold  to  me,  Rob  -  in  A  -  dair;)  v  .     r-      t  i     j  n 

{  But  now  thou1  rt  cold  to  me,  Rob  -  in  A  -  dair;}Yet     him  1  ioved  80  wel1 


|  Where's  all  the  joy  and  mirth 
dair,  \  ■^|aat,"wlieii  the  play  was  o'er, 


v-/  ✓ i         —  -  -    -  —  i  r 

That  made  this  town  a  heav'n  on  earth ?  0  they're  all  fled  with  thee,  Rob  -  in  A 

What  made    my     heart  so  sore?  0    it     was  part-ingwith  Rob -in  A 

Still      in      my    heart  shall  dwell,  0     I     can  ne'er  for- get  Rob -in  A 


25>- 

dair. 
dair. 
dair. 


Old  Folks  at  Home. 


S.  C.  F. 


Stephen  C.  Foster. 


* — L 


-wlr- 


•5-  P 


>wa  -  nee  riv  -  er, 
whole    ere  -  a  -  tion, 


Far, 
Sad 


7'  c 

tar  a  -  way, 
ly        I  roam, 


,    f'Way  down   up  -  on     de  S 

'  I  All  up    and  down  de  wr 

o  f  All  roun'   de     lit  -  tie    farm  I     wan-dered,    When    I      was  young; 

"  \  When  I    was  play  -  ing   with  my  broth  -  er,      Hap  -  py     was      I ; 

o  f  One  lit  -  tie    nut     a  -  mong  de    bush  -  es, 

\When  will    I     see    de     bees  a  -  humming 




One  that  I  love, 
All      roun'    de  comb? 


Fine. 


Dere's  wha  my  heart  is  turn  -  ing  ev  -  er,  Dere's  wha  de  old  folks  stay.  1 
Still  long-  ing  for  de  old  plan  -  ta  -  tion,  And  for  de  old  folks  at  home.  / 
Den  ma  -  ny  hap  -  py  days  I  squandered,  Ma  -  ny  de  songs  I  sung.  \ 
0  take  me  to  my  kind  old  moth-  er,  There  let  me  live  and  die.  J 
Still  sad  -  ly  to  mymem-'ry  rush  -  es,  No  mat -ter  where  I  rove.  "I 
When  will    I    hear  de    ban  -  jo    tumming,  Down    in  my  good    old    home?  j 


ay* — y  t 


mm 


D.S. — 0    darkies,  how  my  heart  grows  wea  -  ry,     Far  from  de  old  folks  at  home. 


Old  Folks  at  Home— Concluded. 


Kefratn. 


35 

D.S. 


S.  C.  F. 

Rather  slow. 


My  Old  Kentucky  Home. 


Stephen  C.  Foster. 


i    i  i» 


s  >  j»  h 
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1  f  The  sua  shines  brightin  the  old  Kentucky  home,  'Tis    summer,  the  darkies   are  gay; 
'{  The  young  folks  roll  on  the  lit  -  tie  cab-  in  floor,   All    mer-ry,   all  hap-py  and  bright; 

2  |  They  hunt  no  more  for  the  possum  and  the  coon,  On  the  meadow,  the  hill  and  the  shore ; 
"  1  The  day  goes  by  like  a  shadow  o'er  the  heart,  With  sor-row  where  all  was  de  -  light; 

^  |  The  head  must  bow  and  the  back  will  have  to  bend,  Wher-ev  -  er    the  dark-ey  may  go; 
*  1  A  few  more  days  for  to  tote  the  weary  load,     No    mat-ter,  'twill  nev-  er   be  light; 


The  corn-top's  ripe  and  the  meadow's  in  the  bloom, "While  the  birds  make  music  all  the  day. 

By'm-by  hard  times  comes  a-knocking  at  the  door, Then  my  (Omit. )  

They  sing  no  more  by  the  glimmer  of  the  moon,  On  the  bench  by  the  old   cab-  in  door. 

The  time  has  come  when  the  darkies  have  to  part,  Then  my  (Omit. )  

A  few  more  days,  and  the  trouble  all  will  end,  In  the  field  where  the  sugar-canes  grow; 
A  few  more  days  till  we  tot-  ter  on  the  road,  Then  my  [Omit. )  


\  fc*      fc*     V  V 


~  ~         T  y 

old  Kentucky  home,good*night  !    Weep  no  more,  my  la-  dy,     0  weep  no  more  to-day! 


gj||||g§g 


m  -  m 


fez*: 
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We  will  sing  one  song  for  the  old  Kentucky  home,  For  the  old  Kentucky  home,  far  away. 


11   >  v 
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36       All  Hail,  0  Shining  Stripes  and  Stars. 

Alice  Jean  C'leator.  Adam  Getbel. 


mm 


5-5  5 


1.  All    hail,  O  shining  stripes  and  stars,  As     on  the  breeze  you  swell;  Your    si  -  lent 

2.  All    hail.  0  shining  stripes  and  stars,  You  proud-ly  float  on  high;0       scat  -  ter 

3.  All    hail,  0   shining  stripes  and  stars,  Your  glo  -  ry  shall  not  fade;  Till  na-tions 


it* 


9& — « — «- 


folds  speak  loud-er  far  Than  shout  of  thousand  beJIs;  You  tell  of  many  a  wrong's  re-dress, 
ev  -  'ry  cloud  of  war.  And  bid  op-pression  die;  Bid  strife  and  bat- tie  all  to  cease, 
as     one  kin  shall  be.  As  friends  and  brothers  made;  Stand, firmly  stand  for  wrong's  redress, 
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Two-Part  Chorus. 
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For    truth  and  right -eous  -  ness!    |  _  All  hail,  all  hail, 

Swing  wide  the  gates  of  peace.  >■  All  hail,  O  shin  -  ing  stripes  and 
For   truth  and  right  -  eous  -  ness!  j 


m 


\   s   n  h 


-»> — **- 


C  > 

O  stripes  and  stars, 

scars  As  on  the  breeze  you  swell;    Of  bat- tie  strife  you  tell,  Your  col  ors 
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theyahone.        they  shone.         o'er  conflicts  won, 
shone        o'er  con    -    Aids   won,  .  .  .  Their  gleam  brave  hearts  inspired  As  they  fought 

 &  i_  t^—i  


2* 


*  The  lower  notes  are  the  melody  and  are  to  be  song  by  the  school.  The  upper  notes  (small)  may  be  played,  sung  by 
a  few  selected  voices,  or  by  the  high  voices.    In  the  latter  case,  the  lower  notes  (melody)  are  sung  by  the  low  voices. 
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All  Hail,  0  Shining  Stripes,  etc-ConcludecL  37 


—2  

All  hail,  O 


shin 


iag  stripes  and    stars  I 


mid  the  bat -tie  fire; 


All  hail,  all    hail    to-day,  0  shin  ing  stripes  and  stars! 

-m- 


F.  J.  C. 


Return  to  School. 


Old  College  Song. 


Girls.  1.  To  school  and  its  pleasures  a  -  gain  we  re -turn,  Sing  with  a  mer  -  ry  cheeri 
Boys.  2.  How  pleasant  the  summer,  and  full  of  de- light,  Sing  with  a  mer  -  ry  cheer! 


& 


:t=: 


All.  ff 


A  -  gain  we  aa-sem-ble  our  les-sons  to  learn,  Sing  with  a  mer  -  ry  cheer! 
The   au-tumn  is  com-iog    so  tran-quil  and  bright,    Sing  with  a  mer  -  ry  cheer! 


PEE 


First  time  f,  second  p. 


Hap  -  py  va  -  ca  -  tion,  how  quick  -  ly  it  passed!  Hoi  -  i  -  day  ram  -  bles  are 
Faith- ful   in- struct-ors,     a    greet-ing  for   you!        Let   us    in   earn -est  our 
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o  -  ver  at  last;  Welcome  to  all!  Welcome  to  all!  Sing  with  a  mer  -  ry  cheer! 
la-bo rs  pur-sue;   Welcome  to  all!    Welcome  to  all!    Sing  with  a  mer  -  ry  cheer! 

Is   Is   K   l    »  m<^m 
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Home,  Sweet  Home. 


m 


John  Howard  Payne. 
fc 


Sir  Hen  by  Bishop. 


Mid 
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1. 

2.  I 

3.  An 


pleas-ures  and  pal  -  a  - 
gaze    on   the  moon  as 


set 
I 


tho'  we  may  roam.  Be  it 
tread  the  drear  wild.  And 


ex  -  ile  from  home, splendor  daz  -  zles    in  vain;  O 


ev  -  er  so 
feel  that  my 
give    me  my 


hum  -  ble, there's  no  place  like  home; 
moth  -  er  now  thinks  of  her  child 
low  -   ly  thatched  cot  -  tage    a  -  gain; 


A        charm  from  the  skies  seems  to 
As  she    looks     on  that  moon  from  our 
The      birds    sing  -  ing  gai  -  ly,  that 
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hal  -  low    us  there.    Which,    seek  thro'  the  world  is  ne'er  met    with  else-where. 
own    cot-tage  door.  Thro' the  wood-bine  whose  fragrance  shall  cheer  me  no  mote, 
came    at    my  call;  Give  me    them,  and  that  peace  of  mind  dear  -  er  than  all 
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-5  9  

Refrain. 


i 


Home,  home,  sweet, sweet  home, There  s  no  place  like  home,  O  there  sno  place  like  home. 

-9-  -9-  -g- 
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Auld  Lang  Syne. 


ROBEBT  BrBNS. 


Scotch  Air. 


fe 


L  Should  auld 

2.  We  twa 

3.  We  twa 

4.  And  here's 


ac-quaintance  be 
ha'e  run    a  -  boot 


for-  got,  And    nev  -  er  brought  to  mind  ?  Should 

the  braes,  And  pu'd  the    gow-ans  fine.  We've 

ha'e  sport  ed      i'     the  burn,  Frae  morn- in'     sun  till  dine.  But 

a  hand,  my  trust  -  y  frien',And  gie's  a     hand  o'  thine,  We'll 


Auld  Lang  Syne— Concluded. 


39 


Chorus. 

4=v 


1 


3=S 


auld   acquaint-ance  be    for -got,  And  days  of  auld  lang  syne  ? 


wander' d  mony  a  wear  -  y   foot  Sin'     auld      lang      syne.  I   ^or  auj^ 


seas 
tak' 


■  gOu,  xiuu  u.ityo    uiauiujaugsyuci  \ 

foot  Sin'     auld  lang 
between  us  braid  ha' e  roared  Sin'     auld      lang      syne.  I 
a   cup    o'  kind- ness  yet,  Sin'     auld      lang  syne. 

k-4.  I 


ik'      a   cup    o'  kind- ness  yet,  Sin'     auld      lang      syne.  ' 

E  E  CZ  p[_C|  j  C,  C_L  DZ  


lang 


I  I 
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syne, my  dear, For  auld  lang  syne.  We'll  tak'  a  cup  o'  kindness  yet, For  auld  lang  syne. 
— I  1 — [--i*  i   — ^-r*2-*— *-r*-f-h=-t— I — r*---<»— P= 
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Annie  Laurie. 


1— r^t 


?5i- 


Lady  John  Scott. 


A: 
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1.  Max  -  welton's  braes  are  bon-nie,   Where  ear  -  ly  fa's 

2.  Her    brow   is  like  the  snaw-drift,Her  throat  is  like 

3.  Like    dew  onth'gowan  ly  -  ing,    Isth'    fa'  o'her  fai  - 

4; 


■w  v  t— 


the  dew,  And  'twas  there  that 
the  swan,    Her    face  it 
ry  feet,  And  like  winds  in 

N  J  MS 

■25)- 


r — ft 


5^= 


An  -  nie  Lau  -  rie       Gi'edme  her  prom-ise  true;  Gi'edme  herprom-ise  true, Which 
is      the  fair  -  est,      That  e'er  the  sun  shone  on;  That  e'er  the  sun  shone  on,  And 
sum- mer  sigh  -  ing,     Her  voice  is    low  and  sweet;  He  voice  is  low  and  sweet,  And  she's 


\~&  »■  S?- 
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ne'er  forgot  will  be,  And  for  bon-nie  An  -nie  Laurie,  i'd 
dark  blue  is  her  e'e,  And  for  bon-nie  An  nie  Laurie,  I'd 
a'    the  world  to  me,  And  for  bon-nie  An  nie  Laurie,  I'd 


I 

lay 
lay 
lay 


t: 


±zzt 
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me  doun  an'  dee. 

me  doun  an'  dee. 

me  doun  an'  dee. 
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The  Soldier's  Farewell. 


a — S — 9--—  -9— L+  *  *-Z 


Johanna  Kinkel. 


-4-1 


1.  How  can    I  bear     to  leave  thee?    One    part  -  ing  kiss     I    give  thee;  And 

2.  Ne'er  more  may  I      be -hold  thee,    Or       to    this  heart    en -fold  thee;  With 

3.  I     think  of  thee  with  long  -  ing,     Think  thou,  when  tears  are  thronging,  That 


 ie — &- — — m- — 
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then,  what- e'er    be  -  falls  me, 
spear  and  pen  -  non  glan  -  cing, 
with     my  last  faint  sigh  -  ing, 


I  go  where  hon  -  or  calls  me.  Fare  - 
I  see  the  foe  ad  -  van-  cing.  Fare  - 
I'll   whis  -  per  soft,  while    dy  -  ing,     Fare  - 


well,  fare-well,  my  own  true  love,  Fare-  well,  fare  -  well,    my  own  true  love. 

^  ^  -  ^  «  _  4.  \         9-  „ 
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Comln'  Thro'  the  Rye. 


Kobert  Burns. 
^  Lively. 


Scotch  Air. 




1.  If     a  bod-  y    meet   a  bod  -  y,  Com -in'  thro'  the  rye,         If     a  bod  -  y 

2.  If     a  bod-y    meet    a  bod-y,  Com-in'  frae  the  town,        If     a  bod-y 

3.  Amang  the  train  there  is     a  swain  I    dear-ly  love  my-sel';  But  what's  his  name, or 

i    r  *  &  ^  Is 
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Chorus. 


kiss     a   bod  -  y,   Need    a   bod  -  y      cry  ?  ) 

greet  a  bod-y,  Need  a  bod-y  frown?  >  Ev  - 'ry  las  -  sie  has  her  lad-die, 
where' s  his  name, I      din  -  na  choose  to     tell.  ) 


ft  ft 


ft      ft    ft  ft 


Comln'  Thro'  the  Rye— Concluded. 

£— Ml 

P-5 — -fr-M-r- 


41 


Nane,  they  say,  ha'  e  I;     Yet   a'  the  lads  they  smile  on  me,  When  comin'  thro'  the  rye. 


-0--     -ds  -%-\  *  -m- 
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G,  F.  R. 

Marziale. 
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Tramp!  Tramp!  Tramp! 

-N— ft— !  -K— 


Geo.  F.  Koot. 

4*- 
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1.  In     the  pris  -  on  cell     I   sit,  Think  -ing,Moth-er    dear,    of  you,  And  our 

2.  In     the  bat  -  tie  front  we  stood  When  their  fierc  est  charge  was  made,  And  they 

3.  So,  with  -  in    the  pris  -  on  cell,  We     are  wait  ing     for    the  day  That  shall 


£-4--i»- 
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bright  and  hap  -  py  home  so  far    a  -  way;  And  the  tears  they  fill    my  eyes  Spite  of 
swept  us   off,    a  hun-dredmen  or  more;  But    before  we  reached  their  lines  They  were 
come    to     o-  pen  wide  the  i  -  ron  door;  And  the  hollow  eye  grows  bright,  And  the 


:t=t=t=t: 


Is 
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D.& — And   be-neath  the  star  -  ry  flag   We  shall 


!  :       S  :       a  •       *  : — i 
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all  that  I  can  do,  Tho'  I  try  to  cheer  my  comrades  and  be  gay. 
beat  -  en  back,  dismayed,  And  we  heard  the  cry  of  vie  -  fry  o'er  and  o'er, 
poor  heart  al  -  most  gay,  As     we  think  of  see  -  ing  home  and  friends  once  more. 


:t==t 


breathe  the  air 
Chorus. 


a  -  gam 

-J5J— ^ 


s 

Of 


=5« 


the  free  -  land  in     our  own   be  -  lov  -  ed  home. 

is  h,      15  i        D  S- 
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Tramp!  Tramp !  Tramp !  The  boys  are  marching   Cheer  up, comrades,  they  will  come, 

marching  on,  O  cheer  up,   com  -    rades,        they  will  come, 


42 


Dixie's  Land. 


Allegro. 


— ■      k  ¥ 

I      wish  I 
Old    Mis  -  bus 
His   face  was 
Now  here's 


Dan  D.  Emmett. 


IdE* 


was  in  de  land  ob  cot- ton,  Old  times  dar  am  not  for-got-ten, 
mar  -  ry  4kWill-de-wea-ber,"  Wil-liumwas  a  gay  de-ceab-er; 
sharp  as  a  butcher's  clea-ber,  But  dat  did  not  seem  togreab'er; 
health  to  the  next  old  Missus,  And  all  de  girls  dat  want  to  kiss  us; 
Dar's  buck-wheat  cakes  an'      In  -  jun  bat-  ter,  Makes  you  fat  or  a  lit  -  tie  fat-  ter; 


i 


_         .  ¥    ¥  ¥ 

Look-  a-  way !  Look-a-way!  Look-a-  way!  Dixie  Land.  In    Dix-ie  Land  whar     I  was 

Look-  a-  way!  Look-a-way !  Look-a-  way!  Dix-  ie  Land.  But  when  he  put   his     arm  a  - 

Look-  a-  way!  Look-a-way!  Look-a-  way!  Dix  ie  Land.  Old  Mis-  sus  act  -  ed  the  fool-ish 

Look- a- way!  Look-a-way!  Look-a- way!  Dix  ie  Land.  But    if  you  want  to  drive 'way 

Look- a- way!  Look-a-way!  Look  a- way!  Dix-ie  Land.  Den  hoe  it  down  and  scratch  your 


born    in,      "  Ear  -  ly 
round  'er,  He  smiled  as 
part,   And       died  for  a 
sor  -  row,     Come  and 
grabble  To       Dix  -  ie's 


on  one  frost  -  y  mornin,'  Look- 
fierce  as  a   for  -  ty  pounder,  Look- 
man  dat  broke  her   heart,  Look- 
hear  dis  song    to- morrow,  Look- 
Land  I'm  bound  to  trabble, Look- 


a-way!  Look-a - 

a  -  way!  Look-a  - 

a -way!  Look-a  - 

a -way!  Look-a - 

a  -  way !  Look-a  - 


I 

m 


'*>"  ■"  BE 


way  I  Look-  a  -  way!  Dix-  ie  Land. 


Den  I  wish  I  was  in  Dix- 
h  -m-  m- 


ie,  Hoo  -  ray!  Hoo- 


Dixie's  Land— Concluded. 
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Or: 


+  v  r  '  w   •  "  k  ~ 

way,   A  -  way,  down  south  in  Dixie,    A -way,   A -way,   A  -  way  down  south  in  Dixie. 
|*  ^   m  ...   if:  ... .  f*  ...  ...  ....  \ 
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If  If  ■  w 
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Moderate  con  espress. 


The  Vacant  Chair. 


George  F.  Boot. 


H 


U>  ^  >  £ 

1.  We  shall  meet,  but  we  shall  miss  him,  There  will  be    one  va-  cant  chair;  We  shall 

2.  At    our  fire  -  side,  sad  and  lone  -  ly,    Oft  -  en  will  the  bos  -  om  swell  At    re  - 

3.  True,  they  tell    us  wreaths  of  glo  -  ry    Ev  -  er  more  will  deck  his  brow,  But  this 


m 


D.S. — There  will  be    one  va- cant  chair;  We  shall 

fe     w                           FlNE-  . 
* — * — srr-nw     ,        \  fri" 1        iw  ^r~l  r — |N  ta-H  *- 

B — *m-' — *a — 


lin  -  ger  to  ca-ress  him,  While  we  breathe  our  evening  pray' r.  When  a  year  a- 
membrance  of  the  sto  -  ry,  How  our  no  -  bie  he  -  ro  fell;  How  he  strove  to 
soothes  the  an-guish  on  -  ly  Sweep- ing  o'er  our  heart-strings  now.  Sleep  to-day,  O 


lin 


ger  to    ca-ress  him,  When  we  breathe  our  evening  pray 'r. 


I 


go     we  gathered,  J oy  was  in     his  mild  blue  eye,  But    a   gold  -  en  cord  is 
bear  our  ban  -  ner  Thro' the  thick  -  est  of  the  fight,  And  up  hold    our  coun-try'e 
ear  -  ly   fall  -  en,  In     thy  green  and  nar-  row  bed,  Dir  -  ges  from    the  pine  and 


m     "|          m  .  m 

»  '    m     m  * 

(2  , 

«— 

 m  m—> 

g— I,  |  ■ 

1*   1   "  U  g= 

i     >  V  r 
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Chorus. 


severed, 
hon  -  or, 
cy  -  press 


And  our  hopes   in   ru  -  in  lie. 

In  the  strength  of  man -hood' s  might.  )■  We  shall  meet,  but  we  shall  miss  him, 
Min  -  gle  with    the  tears  we  shed. 

I 


k  w  i* 


4 — I — t 
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Come,  Thou  Almighty  King. 


Charles  Wesley. 


Felice  Giardini. 


I  -«  '  r" 

1.  Come, Thou  al  -  might  -y   King,  Help  us    Thy  name  to    sing,  Help    us     to  praise; 

2.  Come, Thou  in  -  car  -  nate  Word,  Gird  on    Thy  might -y  sword;  Our  pray'r  at  -  tend; 

3.  Come,  ho  -  ly     Com  -  fort  -  er!  Thy  sa  -cred  wit  -  ness  bear,    In      this  glad  hour; 

4.  To      the  great  One     in  Three,  E   -  ter  -  nal  prais  -  es    be,    Hence  ev  -  er-more! 

JL  ' 


Fa-therl  all-glo  -  ri-ous,  O'er  all  vie -to  -  ri- ous, Come  ,and  reign  o-ver  us,  An-cient 
Come, and  Thy  people  bless,  And  give  Thy  word  success, Spirit  of  ho  -  li-ness!  On  us 
Thou, who  almight-y  art,  Now  rule  in  ev'ry  heart,And  ne'er  from  us  depart,  Spir-  it 
His  sov'reign  maj-es  -  ty  May  we    in  glo  -  ry  see,And   to    e  -  ter  -ni  -  ty  Love  and 


r- 

of  days! 
de-scend. 
of  pow'rl 
a-dore. 


Jesus,  Saviour,  Pilot  Me. 


i 


Eev.  Edward  Hopper. 


J.  E.  Gould. 


FiNE. 


1.  Je  -  sus,  Sav 

2.  As       a  moth 

3.  When  at  last 


iour, 
■  er 

I  near 


pi  -  lot 
stills  her 
the 


me  0  -  ver  life's  tem-pest- uous  sea; 
child,  Thou  canst  hush  the  o  -  cean  wild; 
shore,    And  the    fear  -  ful  break- ers  roar 


D.  C.  — C  hart  and  com 
D.C  —  Won-drous  Sov 
B.C.—  May     I  hear 


y      1  u» 

-  pass  come  from 

-  'reign  of  the 
Thee   say  to 


Thee:  Je  -  sus, 
sea,  Je  -  sus, 
me,     "Fear  not, 


Sav  -  iour,  pi  -  lot  me. 
Sav  -  iour,  pi  -  lot  me. 
I      will   pi  -  lot  Thee." 

D.C. 


Un  -  known  waves 
Boist-'rous  waves 
'Twixt  me  and 


be  -  fore  me 
o  -  bey  Thy 
the  peace -ful 


roll,      Hid  -  ing    rock     and  treach'rous  shoal; 
will,     When  Thou  sayst     to  them,  "Be  still!" 
rest,     Then,  while  lean  -  ing     on  Thy  breast, 


My  Jesus,  I  Love  Thee. 


London  Hvmn  Book. 


A.  J.  Gordon. 


1.  My  Je  -  sus,  I  love  Thee,  I  know  Thou  art  mine;  For  Thee  all  the  follies  of  sin     I  re-sign; 

2.  I    love  Thee  because  Thou  hast  first  lov-ed  me,  And  purchas'd  my  pardon  on  Cal-  va-ry's  tree; 

3.  I'll  love  Thee  in  life, I  will  love  Thee  in  death,  And  praise  Thee  as  long  as  Thou  lendest  me  breath; 

4.  In  man-siens  of  glo  -  ry  and  end-less  de-light, I'll  ev  -  er   a-  dore  Thee  in  heav-en  so  bright; 


My  Jesus,  I  Love  Thee— Concluded. 
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My  gracious  Re-deem-er,my  Sav-  iour  art  Thou;  If 
I  love  Thee  for  wearing  the  thorns  on  Thy  brow,  If 
And  say  when  the  death-dew  lies  cold  on  my  brow:  "If 
I'll  sing  with  the  glit-  tering  crown  on  my  brow:  "If 


ev  -  er 
ev  -  er 
ev  -  er 
ev  -  er 


I  loved  Thee,my  Je-sus, 'tis  now. 
I  loved  Thee,my  Je-  sus,'tis  now. 
I  loved  Thee,my  Je-  sus/tis  now." 
I  loved  Thee,my  Je- sus, 'tis  now." 


in 


Rock  of  Ages,  Cleft  for  Me. 

Augustus  M.  Toplady.  Thomas  Hastings. 
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1.  Rock  of  j 

2.  Could  my  t 

3.  V/hileldrs 
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\.  -  ges, cleft  for  i 
ears  for-  ev  -  er  fl 
lw  this  fleeting  bn 
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ne,  Let  me  hide  my-self  in  Thee;  Let  the1 
ow,  Could  my  zeal  no  languor  know,These  fo 
jath,  When  my  eyes  shall  close  in  death/When  I  r 
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iva  -  ter  and  the  b 
r  sin  could  not  a-t( 
ise  to  worlds  unkj 

3  H 

lood 
me; 
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From  Thy  wounded  side  which  flow'd,Be  of  sin  the  dou-ble  cure, Save  from  wrath  and  make  me  pure. 
Thou  must  save, and  Thou  a-lone:  In    my  hand  no  price  I  bring  Sim-  ply  to  Thy  cross  I  cling. 
And    behold  Thee  on  Thy  throne,Rockof  A  -  ges,  cleft  for  me,  Let  me  hide  myself  in  Thee. 


to- 
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Nearer,  My  God,  to  Thee. 

Sarah  F.  Adams.  Lowell  Mason. 


1.  Near- er  my  God,to  Thee,Near  -  er  to  Thee;  E'entho'  it  be    across  That  rais-eth  me; 

2.  Tho' like  a  wan-der-er,  The  sun  gone  down,  Darkness  be  o-verme,  My    rest  a  stone; 

3.  There  let  the  way  appear  Steps  un- to  heav'n;  All  that  Thou  sendest  me, In     mer-cy  giv'n; 

4.  Then,with  my  waking  tho'ts  Bright  with  Thy  praise, Out  of  my  stony  griefs  Bethel  I'll  raise; 
if,  on  joyful  wing,  Cleaving  the  sky,  Sun,  moon, and  stars  forgot,Up  -  ward  I 


Still  all  my  song  shall  be,Near-er,my  God,to  Thee,Nearer,my  God,to  Thee,Near-  er  to  Thee! 
Yet  in  my  dreams  I'd  be  Near-er,my  God,to  Thee,Nearer,my  God,to  Thee,Near-  er  to  Thee! 
An  -  gele  to  beck-on  me,Near-er,my  God,to  Thee,Nearer,my  God,to  Thee, Near-  er  to  Thee! 
So  by  my  woes  to  be  Near-er,my  God,to  Thee,Nearer,my  God,to  Thee, Near-  er  to  Thee! 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be  Near-er,my  God,to  Thee,Nearer,my  God,to  Thee,Near- er  to  Thee! 
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Dr.  Henry  Van  Dyke. 


America  for  Me. 

(Where  the  Flag  is  Full  of  Stars.) 


C  Austin  Miles. 


1.  'Tis  fine   to  see  the   Old  World,  and  trav  -  el  up  and  down  A-mong  the  fa-mous 

2.  0    Lon-don  is    a  man's  town, there' spow-er  in  the  air;   And  Par  -  is  is  a 

3.  I     like  the  Ger-man   fir  -  woods,  in  green  bat-tal-ions drilled;  I   like  the  gardens 

4.  I   know  that  Europe's  won-der-  fuL  yet  something  seems  to  lack;  The  Past  is  too  much 


pal  -  a  -  ces  and  cit  -  ies  of  re  -  nown,  To  ad-mire  the  crum-bly  cas  -  ties  and  the 
woman's  town,  with  flow-ers  in  her  hair;   And  it's  sweet  to  dream  in  Ven- ice,  and  it's 
of  Versailles  with  flashing  fountains  filPd;     But,    O   to  take  your  hand,my  dear,  and 
with  her,  and  the  peo-  pie  look-ing  back;  But  the  glo  -  ry  of  the  Pres-  ent  is  to 
-m~  -m-  ^  jfS^g^.  f> 


an  -  ti-quat-ed  things, 
place  like  home. 


stat  -  ues  of  the  Kings,  But  now  I  think  I've  had  e-nough  of 

great  to  Btud-y  Rome;  But  when  it  comes  to  liv   -  ing, there  is    no  v  . ...... 

ram  -  ble  for  a  day   In  the  friendly  West-era  wood  -  land  where  Na  -  ture  has  her  way  1 

make  the  Future  free,  We  love  our  land  for  what  she  is,  and  what  she  is  to  be. 

IV,  h  _  .                            ^      s~*m  ~£i  jft.  -<s>- 
rff  ! — i  —rw    m  m — * — m-rm-  *  '  1 — rts>- 


So  it's  home  a- gain,  and  home  a- gain,  A-mer-i  -  ca  for  me!  My  heart  is  turn-ing 

Last  Refrain. 

0  it's  home  a- gain,  and  home  a- gain,  A-mer-i  -  ca  for  me!    I  want  a  ship  that's 


.  -fi  J  m 

a  tempo. 
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5* 

be 

westward  bound  to  plow  the  rolling  sea, 


the  land  of  youth  and  free-dom  ...  be- 
To  the  bless-ed  Land  of  Room    enough  be- 


I      >   1  'I 

Words  from  "The  White  Bees"  and  other  Poems,  Copyright,  MCMIX,  by  Charles  Scribner'a 
Music  copyrighted  in  "Ladies'  Borne  Journal." 
Bead  io  cents  to  Hall-Mack  Co.,  Phila.,  far  a  copy  of  this  song  in  Sheet  Music  form. 
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Marcato. 

Mi 


£-1*4 


yond  the  ocean  bars,Wheretheairisfullof  sun  light 


I 


I  S 


Hurrah  i 


and  the  flag  is  full    of  stars. 
.p.... ft. 


Columbia,  the  Gem  of  the  Ocean. 

(The  Red,  White,  and  Blue.) 
( Key  0.) 

1  0  Columbia!  The  gem  of  the  ocean, 

The  home  of  the  brave  and  the  free. 
The  shrine  of  each  patriot's  devotion, 

A  world  offers  homage  to  thee, 
Thy  mandates  make  heroes  assemble. 

When  Liberty's  form  stands  in  view; 
Thy  banners  make  tyranny  tremble, 

Three  cheers  for  the  Red,  White,  and  Blue. 

CHORUS. 

Three  cheers  for  the  Red,  White,  and  Blue, 
Three  cheers  for  theRed,  White,  and  Blue, 

Thy  banners  make  tyranny  tremble, 
Three  cheers  for  the  Red,  White,  and  Blue. 

2  When  war  winged  its  wild  desolation, 

And  threatened  the  land  to  deform, 
The  ark  then  of  freedom's  foundation, 

Columbia,  rode  safe  through  the  storm; 
With  her  garlands  of  victory  around  her, 

When  so  proudly  she  bore  her  brave  crew, 
With  her  flag  proudly  floating  before  her, 

Three  cheers  for  the  Red,  White,  and  Blue. 

CHORUS. 

Three  cheers  for  the  Red,  White,  and  Blue, 
Three  cheers  for  the  Red,  White,  and  Blue, 
With  her  flag  proudly  floating  before  her, 
Three  cheers  for  the  Red,  White,  and  Blue. 

3  "Old  Glory"  to  greet,  now  come  hither, 

With  eyes  full  of  love  to  the  brim, 
May  the  wreaths  of  our  heroes  ne'er  wither, 

Nor  a  star  of  our  banner  grow  dim; 
May  the  service  united  ne'er  sever, 

But  they  to  our  colors  prove  true  ! 
The  Army  and  Navy  forever, 

Three  cheers  for  the  Red,  White,  and  Blue. 

CHORUS. 

Three  cheers  for  the  Red,  White,  and  Blue, 
Three  cheers  for  the  Red,  White,  and  Blue, 

The  Army  and  Navy  forever, 
Three  cheers  for  the  Red,  White,  and  Blue. 

—David  t\  Shaw 


Battle  Hymn  of  the  Republic. 

(Key  C.) 

1  Mine  eyes  have  seen  the  glory  of  the  coming 

of  the  Lord ; 

He  is  trampling  out  the  vintage,  where  the 
grapes  cf  wrath  are  stored  ; 

He  has  loosed  the  fateful  lightning  of  His  ter- 
rible swift  sword ; 
His  truth  is  marching  on. 

CHORUS. 

Glory,  glory  hallelujah ! 
Glory,  glory  hallelujah ! 
Glory,  glory  hallelujah ! 
His  truth  is  marching  on. 

2  I  have  seen  Him  in  the  watch-fires  of  a  hun- 

dred circling  camps ; 
They  have  builded  Him  an  altar  in  the  evening 

dews  and  damps ; 
I  can  read  His  righteous  sentence  by  the  dim 

and  flaring  lamps ; 
His  day  is  marching  on. 

3  I  have  read  a  fiery  gospel,  writ  in  burnished 

rows  of  steel ; 
"As  you  deal  with  my  contemners,  so  with  you 

my  grace  shall  deal ; 
Let  the  hero,  born  of  woman,  crush  the  serpent 

with  his  heel, 
Since  God  is  marching  on." 

!  4  He  has  sounded  forth  the  trumpet  that  shall 
never  call  retreat ; 
He  is  sifting  out  the  hearts  of  men  before  His 
judgment  seat ; 
!    0  be  swift  my  soul  to  answer  Him  !  Be  jubilant 
!  my  feet  1 

Our  God  is  marching  on. 

5  In  the  beauty  of  the  lilies,  Christ  was  born 
across  the  sea ; 
With  a  glory  in  His  bosom,  that  transfigures 
you  and  me ; 
1    As  He  died  to  make  men  holy,  let  us  die  to 
make  men  free, 
While  God  is  marching  on. 

1  —Julia  Ward  Hcwe. 
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The  Star-Spangled  Banner. 


Francis  Scott  Key. 

Maestoso. 


Samuel  Arnold. 


(  0  say,can  you  see,by  the  dawn's  early  light,What  so  proudly  we  hailed  at  the  twilight's  bet  gleaminer 
\  Whose  broad  stripes  and  bright  stars,  thro'  the  perilous  fight,  O'er  the  ramparts  we  watch'd  were  so  gallantly  streaming 


f  On  the  shore  dimly  seen  thro' the  mists  of  the  deep,Where  the  foe's  haughty  host  in  dread  silence  reposes,  \ 
"  \  "What  is  that  which  the  breeze.o'er  the  towering  steep,As  it  fitfully  blows,half  conceals,half  nebni :  i 
,  f  0  thus  be  it  ever  when  freemen  shall  stand  Between  their  loved  borne  and  wild  war's  desolation;  \ 
\  Elest  with  rict'ry  and  peace^nay  the  heav'n-reseued  land  Praise  the  pow'rthat  hath  made  and  preserved  us  a  nation!  J 


And  the  rocket's  red  giare,the  bombs  bursting  in  air,Gave  proof  thro'  the  night  that  our  flag  was  still  there. 
Now  it  catches  the  gleam  of  the  morning's  first  beam,In  full  glory  reflected  now  shines  o'er  the  stream : 
Then  conquer  we  must,  when  our  cause  it  is  just,  And  this  be  our  motto:  "In  God  is  ourtrust!  " 


0  say,does  that  star-spangled  banner  yet  wave  O'er  the  land  of  the  free  and  the  home  of  the  brave? 
'Tis  the  star-spangled  banner,0  long  may  it  wave  O'er  the  land  of  the  free  and  the  home  of  the  bravel 
And  the  star-spangled  banner  in  triumph  shall  wave  O'er  the  land  of  the  free  and  the  home  of  the  brave. 


My  Country,  'Tis  of  Thee. 


Samuel  F.  S:\nTH. 


Henry  Carey. 


1.  My  coun-tryl 'Tis    of  thee,  Sweet  land  of  lib  -  er-ty,  Of    thee   I   sing:  Land  where  my 

2.  My    na-  tive  coun-try,thee,  Land  of  the  no  -  ble, free,  Thy  name  I    love;  I        love  thy 

3.  Let    music  swell  the  breeze,And  ring  from  all  the  trees, Sweet  freedom's  song;  Letmor-tal 

4.  Our   fa-ther's  God,  to  Thee,Au  -  thor  of   lib  -  er-ty,  To  Thee  we  sing:  Long  may  our 


fathers  died!  Land  of  the  pilgrim's  pride!  From  ev-  'ry  mountain  side  Let  f  ree-dom  ring, 
rocks  and  rills,Thy  woods  and  templed  hills:  My  heart  with  rapture  thrills  Like  that  a  -  bove. 
tongues  awake,Let  all  that  breathe  partake;  Let  rocks  their  silence  break,  The  sound  pro-long, 
land  be  bright,With  freedom's  ho  -  ly  light;  Pro-tect   us    by  Thy  might,  Great  God,our  King. 

.  Jin   a  j 


Tenting  On  the  Old  Camp  Ground. 


49 


(Fifth  verse  1917.) 


Walter  Kittkedge. 


1.  We  are  tent-ing  to-night  on  the  old  Camp  ground.  Give  us     a  song   to  cheer 

2.  We've  been  tent-ing  to-night  on  the  old  Camp  ground,  Thinking  of  days  gone  by 

3.  We  are  tired  of  the  war  on  the  old  Camp  ground;  Ma  -  ny  are  dead  and  gone 

4.  We've  been  fighting  to-day  on  the  old  Camp  ground,  Ma  -  ny  are  ly  -  ing  near; 

5.  We  are  pray-  ing  to-night  on  the  old  Camp  ground,  Praying  that  war  may  cease; 

 *    n*  *  0.  r-P—fit  


S  it 


Our 
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wea  -   ry    hearts,    a   song   of  home    And  friends  we  love    so  dear. 
And    loved  ones  at  home  that  clasped  the  hand,  With  tears  that  said  "Good-bye!" 
Of  the  brave  and  the  true  who  left  their  homes,  And  oth  -  ers  wound  ed  long. 
But     dy  -  ing  are  some  and  oth  -  ers    dead,  And  ma  -  ny  are    in  tears, 
0       God,  send  the  dawn    of  that  blest  day    That  brings  an  end  -  less  peace. 
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Chorus. 
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Ma  -  ny  are  the  hearts  that  are  wea-  ry    to-night,    Wishing  for  the  war    to  cease; 
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Ma  -  ny  are  the  hearts  that  are  look-ing  for  the  right  To  see  the  dawn  of  peace. 

-m- — m-Z—m- 


1-3.  Tent-  ing     to-night,    Tent-ing      to-night,     Tent  ing  on  the  old  Camp  ground. 

4.  Dy  -  ing     to-night,    Dy  -  ing     to-night,     Dy  -  ing  on  the  old  Camp  ground. 

5.  Pray- ing     to-night,    Pray-ing     to-night,     Pray -ing  on  the  old  Camp  ground. 


-I  r~ 


<p  ftt. 


1^1  ♦  I 

Copyright,  MCMXVII,  by  Hall-Mack  Go.  International  Copyright  Secured. 


50 


J.  L.  H. 


Here  Conies  the  Flag. 


J.  Lincoln  Hall. 


x-     .    -  -  -  x 

Here  comes  the  flag!  Here  comes  the  flag!  Here  comes  the  flag  that  we 
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1.  Cheer  for  the  stars  in  their  field    of  blue,  Cheer  for  the 

love  so  well!  \2.  Flag   of  the  brave,  of  a    na  -  tion  free,         Hearts  swell  with 
3.  Hail    to   the  brave  who  have  died  for   you;  Hail   to  their 

tg.g-  Ten.  and  Bass. 
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red  and  the  white  stripes,  too;  Here  comes  the  flag! 
pride  as  its  folds  we  see;  Here  comes  the  flag! 
sons  who  are  just  as  true;    Here  comes  the  flag! 


Here  comes  the  flag! 
Here  comes  the  flag! 
Here  comes  the  flag  I 
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_1    J.  Refrain. 
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Bid  -  ding  us  fol  -  low  with  pur-  pose  true. 

Emblems  of  jus  -  tice  and  lib  -  er  -  ty.  )■  March.march.march.march,  etc. 
Un  -  der  thy  col  -  ore  we  dare  and  do. 

J  -.  .  -         *  *  - 
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Here  comes  the  flag  of  our  na  -  tion;  Hail  to  the  red, white  and  blue! 
March,  march,    march,  march,  etc. 


II  I      I      I      I      I       I.  II 
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Here  Comes  the  Flag— Concluded. 
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Cheers  for  the  blue,      Cheers  for  the  white,      Cheers  for  the  red   so  bright! 

Hail,    O         hail!  Hail,    O  hail! 
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Here  comes  the  flag  of  our  na  -  tion;  Hail  to  the  red, white  and  blue! 
March,  march,  march,  march,  etc. 
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Hail  to  the  flag! 

Hail  to  the  flag!  1 

Jn-der  whose  colors  we 
&    m  v:  m.  m   "P"  "t- " 

dare  and  do. 
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Roaming. 
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1 .  Up  and  down,  o'  er  hills  and  meads,  Riding,  walking, quick  or  slow, Od ,  wherev-  er  fan  -  cy 

2.  People  good,  and  free,  and  kind,  Meet  my  eye  in  ev'ry  place;  Near  the  cheerful  hearth  and 

3.  Ne'er  in  lone-  li  -  ness  I  pine,  For   I  march  to  mu-sic  free;  Friend, if  thou  the  song  can 
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leads,  O'er  the  fair, bright  world  I'll  go,  Yes, yes, yes, yes,  O'er  the  fair, bright  world  I'  11  go. 
board,Still  the  wand'rer  finds  a  place,Yes,yes,yes,yes,Still  the  wand'rer  finds  a  place, 
join,  Take  thy  staff  and  come  with  me,  Yes,  yes,  yes, yes,  Take  thy  staff  and  come  with  me. 
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52     MEMORIES  OF  AMERICA. 


The  words  and  music  of  this  Service  are  copyrighted 
and  must    NOT   be  reprinted  without  permission. 


DIRECTIONS  FOR  STAGING. 

This  entertainment  may  be  given  outdoors  or  in  a  hall,  and  may  readily  be  used  as  a 
pageant.  It  may  be  shortened  by  omitting  several  of  the  features  or  lengthened  by  inter- 
polating songs  and  drills.     Fewer  persons  may  be  used  by  "doubling"  the  parts. 

The  Human  Flag  is  especially  effective  and  should  be  carefully  rehearsed  to  insure  its 
successful  presentation.  At  the  back  of  the  stage  improvise  a  "grand-stand."  Those  who 
form  the  flag  should  wear  long  capes  of  red,  white  or  blue  cambric,  and  should  be  seated 
upon  the  stand,  so  that  the  effect  will  be  of  red  and  white  stripes  and  a  blue  field.  Those 
costumed  in  blue  should  be  provided  with  small  canes  (or  sticks),  to  the  end  of  which  is 
attached  a  star  cut  from  white  cardboard.  As  the  song  is  sung  the  singers  should  sway  to 
give  the  effect  of  waving. 

If  the  platform  is  not  sufficiently  large  the  flag  may  be  represented  by  wide  strips  of 
red  and  white  bunting  (or  other  material)  and  a  square  of  blue  material  decorated  with 
stars.  The  singers  should  hold  these  strips  one  above  the  other  while  singing  "Fling  Out 
the  Flag." 

It  will  be  found  advisable  to  draw  a  curtain  (preferably  of  dark  green)  across  the  rear 
of  the  stage  to  conceal  the  "grand-stand"  until  it  is  again  required  for  the  closing  scene. 

In  the  Indian  scene  a  pretty  effect  is  obtained  by  concealing  an  electric  light  bulb 
covered  with  red,  among  the  fagots  of  the  fire,  and  turning  on  the  light  as  the  chorus  of  the 
song  is  sung  after  the  first  verse. 

Additional  drills  and  songs  may  be  interpolated  in  the  Dixie  scene  with  good  effect. 

The  closing  scene  should  be  carefully  rehearsed  in  order  that  it  may  be  an  impressive 
climax.  In  some  cases  it  will  be  found  best  to  draw  the  curtain  and  pose  the  singers  for 
the  Living  Flag,  instead  of  having  them  march  on  as  suggested.  This  will  be  found  the 
better  plan  if  there  is  any  danger  of  confusion. 

The  young  girl  personating  America  should  preferably  be  tall  and  should  have  a  voice 
which  "carries,"  especially  if  the  entertainment  is  given  outdoors. 

If  desired,  the  songs  and  flags  of  the  Allies  may  be  introduced  into  the  closing  tableau 
with  excellent  effect. 

This  entertainment  will  be  found  well-suited  to  a  community  patriotic  celebration,  as  a 
large  number  may  participate,  and  as  the  scenes  may  be  rehearsed  separately,  with  a  few 
general  rehearsals. 

COSTUMES. 

The  persons  forming  the  Living  Flag  should  wear  capes  of  red,  white  or  blue  cambric, 
those  dressed  in  the  latter  color  carry  silver  cardboard  stars  attached  to  slender  sticks  or 
canes. 

America  should  be  draped  in  a  large  flag  and  should  wear  a  crown  cut  from  gilt  card- 
board. 

Memory  should  be  costumed  in  white,  her  gown  bordered  with  a  Walls  of  Troy  design 
in  gilt  or  silver.  Her  hair  should  be  dressed  in  a  Psyche  knot,  and  should  be  ornamented 
with  a  band  of  gilt  or  silver.  She  carries  a  scroll  and  large  key  cut  from  gilt  or  silver  card- 
board. 

Indian  girls  wear  costumes  of  brown  trimmed  with  fringe  cut  from  the  same  material. 
The  costumes  should  be  decorated  with  colored  beads  of  various  kinds.  The  hair  is  worn 
flowing  and  ornamented  with  a  band  of  colored  beads. 

The  Puritan  men  wear  long,  dark  capes,  baggy  kneebreeches,  black  stockings,  low 
shoes  with  large  buckles.  Puritan  girls  wear  gray,  the  gowns  made  with  full  skirts,  waists 
tightly  fitting,  white  kerchiefs  and  dark  capes. 

Betsy  Ross  wears  flowered  dress,  white  cap. 

George  Washington  wears  uniform  of  Colonial  soldier,  blue  coat,  buff  trousers,  "  Con- 
:inental"  hat. 

Spirit  of  '76  represented  by  three  boys  costumed  to  represent  old  man,  soldier  and 
youth,  following  the  familiar  picture. 
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Dixie  girls  wear  costumes  of  flowered  materials  made  with  very  full  skirts,  tight-fitting 
waists.    They  may  wear  small  straw  bonnets  trimmed  with  wreath  of  roses. 
Dixie  wears  white,  with  wreath  of  roses. 

The  ' '  army' '  boys  appearing  in  the  closing  tableau  may  wear  Scout  uniform,  while  the 
"navy"  boys  wear  sailor  suits.  Red  cross  nurses  are  costumed  in  white  with  a  red  cross 
on  the  sleeve. 

(As  curtain  rises  singers  are  seen  grouped  in  flag  effect  as  described.) 
No.  1.    Chorus.— "Fling  Out  the  Flag."    (See  page  55.) 

(As  last  verse  is  sung,  America  enters  and  takes  her  place  in  front  centre  of  platform.) 

America. — "I  give  you  greeting,  O  states  of  our  great  union,  the  North,  the  South, 
the  East  and  the  West  (indicates  by  gestures).  From  the  forests  of  Minnesota  to  the  cotton 
fields  of  Alabama,  from  the  pines  of  Maine  to  the  orchards  of  California,  from  the  mines 
of  Alaska  to  the  fronded  palms  of  the  isles  of  the  sea,  may  a  spirit  of  loyalty  prevail.  May 
we  ever  be  mindful  that  'United  we  stand,  divided  we  fall,'  and  may  we  reverently  recall 
that  the  heritage  which  is  ours,  was  dearly  bought  by  our  forefathers. ' ' 

(Thirteen  boys  or  girls  step  forward,  flinging  back  capes  and  disclosing  buff  and  blue  ribbons  fastened  diagonally 
across  waist  or  coat  in  "  regalia"  manner.    Curtsy  to  America.) 

Massachusetts. — (One  of  the  thirteen.)  "  We  give  you  greeting.  We  are  the  thirteen 
original  colonies  to  whom  the  priceless  gift  of  liberty  was  first  entrusted.  We  are  Massa- 
chusetts, New  Hampshire,  Connecticut,  Rhode  Island,  New  York,  New  Jersey,  Delaware, 
Pennsylvania,  Maryland,  Virginia,  North  Carolina,  South  Carolina,  Georgia."  (The  list 
of  colonies  may  be  repeated  by  Massachusetts,  but  it  would  be  more  effective  to  have  each 
colony  repeat  the  name,  making  at  the  same  time,  a  curtsy  to  America). 

Massachusetts. — "We  entreat  you,  summon  Memory,  that  she  may  unlock  the  gates 
of  the  past,  that  these,  our  sister  states  may  behold  a  vision  of  the  early  days  when  upon 
our  shores  the  torch  of  liberty  was  first  kindled." 

America. — "  It  is  well.   Memory  shall  unbar  for  you  the  gates  of  her  treasure  house." 

(Enter  Memory  as  singers  exeunt  to  music  of  first  song.  As  Memory  recites,  figures  suggestive  of  the  past  glide 
slowly  across  the  rear  of  the  stage.  The  best  effect  is  obtained  by  darkening  the  room  and  throwing  a  soft  light  on  the 
stage.  The  figures  may  include  girls  in  colonial  costume,  Indians,  girls  in  costumes  of  1861,  plantation  characters,  etc. 
All  should  walk  very  slowly,  pausing  a  moment  as  centre  of  stage  is  reached, 


No.  2.    Recitation..  MEMORY. 


Lo,  I  am  Memory  !    I  recall 
Our  nation' s  founders,  one  and  all. 
The  Indian  days,  the  Pilgrims,  too, 
Colonial  soldiers,  tried  and  true. 


Plantation  times,  those  times  so  sweet, 
The  boys  of  '61  you'll  greet, 
And  so  again  the  days  of  old, 
Before  you  let  me  now  unfold. 


(As  Memory  leaves  the  stage,  enter  Minnehaha  and  Indian  girls.    Girls  gather  fagots  to  build  fire.) 


Minnehaha. — 
''Wide  our  country,  wide  and  boundless, 
With  its  fields  of  maize  so  golden, 
With  its  dark  and  sombre  forests, 
With  its  silvery  winding  rivers, 
And  above  it  brooding  gently 
Is  the  Manitou,  Great  Spirit. 
He  it  is  has  made  our  country, 
Given  forests  leafy  verdure, 
Led  the  rivers  to  the  ocean, 
Brought  the  stone  and  brought  the  sunshine, 
Come,  ye  maidens,  build  our  campfire, 

(Exeunt  Indian  girls  to  music.    Enter  Puritans.) 

Bradford. — "  Let  us  give  thanks." 

First  Puritan. — "Yes,  let  us  indeed  return  thanks  to  God  who  hath  vouchsafed  to  us 
a  haven  from  the  storms  of  persecution." 

Bradford. — "  He  hath  led  us  over  the  unchartered  sea  and  'tis  His  hand  hath  piloted 
our  frail  bark  to  this  kindly  harbor." 

Second  Puritan. — (Pointing.)  "  Behold  the  great  forests  with  their  mighty  trees.  Of 
these  will  we  build  our  homes." 

Third  Puritan. — (Also  pointing.)  "  Behold  the  fields  which  we  may  plant  for  a  rich 
harvest. ' ' 


'Neath  the  sombre  pines  that  shield  us, 

Gather  fagots  from  the  forest, 

Here  we  build  our  glowing  campfire. 

(Pointing  with  eagerness.) 

See,  O  maidens  in  the  distance,  floating  on 
the  sky-blue  water 

Comes  a  great  canoe  with  pinions  like  a  sea- 
gull on  the  water, 

Like  a  bird  with  snowy  pinions. 

Look,  'tis  drawing  ever  nearer,  let  us  hasten 
to  behold  it, 

This  canoe  which  seeks  our  haven.' ' 
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Puritan  Maiden.— (Stooping  and  picking  flower.)  "And,  verily,  flowers  blossom,  so 
that  we  shall  not  sigh  for  the  hawthorn  hedges  of  our  motherland. ' ' 

Bradford. — (Solemnly.)    "  Let  us  give  thanks."    (Exeunt  Puritans.) 

(Enter  Betsy  Ross,  bringing  with  her  a  low  chair.  Places  it  in  centre  of  the  stage, 
exit  and  returns  with  a  partly-made  flag,  and  pieces  of  red,  white  and  blue  materials.  Seats 
herself,  and  pieces  of  bunting  scattered  at  her  feet.) 

Betsy  Ross.— "'Tis  indeed  an  honor  which  General  Washington  and  his  counselors 
have  conferred  upon  me  that  I  should  make  the  first  flag  for  our  united  colonies.  Such  a 
courteous  man  is  General  Washington  forsooth.  I  mind  me  his  very  word  :  •  Mistress 
Ross,'  he  said,  'None  excel  you  in  needle  work  I  am  told,  and  therefore  come  I  request- 
ing your  skill  for  our  united  Colonies.'  I  wondered  greatly,  for  could  I  serve  my  country 
with  a  needle  ?  And  then  he  made  plain  to  me  that  our  colonies  were  to  fight  beneath  one 
banner,  crimson  and  white  stripes,  and  a  field  of  blue  emblazoned  with  stars,  and  now 
behold  the  banner  which  I  wrought  at  his  behest."    (Hold  up  flag.) 

(Enter  Washington.     Betsy  Ross  rises  and  makes  a  deep  curtsy.    Washington  bows). 

Betsy  Ross. — "  I  greet  your  excellency,  General  Washington. " 

Washington. — "I  salute  thee,  Mistress  Ross.    The  task,  I  perceive,  is  completed." 

Betsy  Ross.  —  "'Tis  done  and  may  it  please  you  and  your  honorable  counselors.  I 
have  with  care  followed  your  bidding,  and  behold  a  field  of  blue,  blazoned  with  thirteen 
stars,  and  crimson  and  white  bars  also  thirteen  in  number." 

Washington. — "'Tis  well,  and  for  myself  and  my  country,  I  thank  you."  (Takes 
flag.)    Through  the  years  shall  the  name  of  Betsy  Ross  be  told,  and  it  shall  ever  be 
woven  in  the  folds  of  our  glorious  flag." 
No.  3.    Song.—"  How  Betsy  Made  the  Flag."    (See  page  62. ) 

(Exeunt  as  sound  of  fife  and  drum  is  heard  and  enter  three  boys  costumed  to  represent 
the  familiar  picture  "The  Spirit  of  '76." 

First  Boy. — "  Hurrah  for  Washington  !" 

Second  Boy.  —  "  Hurrah  for  Colonies  !" 

Third  Boy. — "  Hurrah  for  Liberty  !" 

(The  three  boys  may  be  joined  by  a  boys'  fife  and  drum  corps  and  all  march  around  the 
stage.) 

No.  4.    Chorus.—"  The  Spirit  of  Seventy-Six."    (See  page  57. ) 

(Enter  Dixie  girls  carrying  garlands  of  roses.    Form  in  double  line  on  platform.) 
No.  5.    Song. — "Banjos  Down  in  Dixie."    (See  pages  58,  59,  60.) 

(This  may  be  followed  by  other  songs  such  as  My  Maryland,  Dixie,  etc.  A  banjo  accompaniment  would  add  greatly 
to  the  effect.  At  conclusion  of  song  girls  form  double  line  down  centre  of  platform  and  face  each  other.  They  hold  garlands 
aloft  so  that  arches  are  formed.  Enter  Dixie  and  walks  through  arches  to  the  front  of  stage  as  chorus  of  first  song  is  repeated. 
She  carries  long  slender  staff  wound  with  pale  pink  and  pale  blue  ribbons.  Girls  form  circle  about  her  as  she  holds  staff  aloft, 
and  each  girl  takes  a  ribbon  in  Maypole  effect,  the  garlands  being  carried  on  left  arm.  Girls  march  around  Dixie  winding 
ribbons,  then  reverse  unwinding  them.    Exeunt  all  to  music  of  "  Banjos  Down  in  Dixie.") 

(Enter  to  march  music  Indians,  Puritans,  and  all  other  characters  who  have  appeared.in  the  entertainment  thus  far, 
and  take  places  in  rows  at  front  of  the  platform.) 

No.  6.    Chorus. — "America,  Our  Hearts  are  Thine."    (See  page  56.) 
No.  7.    Song.—"  I  Salute  Thee,  Old  Glory."    (  See  page  61. ) 

(This  song  is  published  in  sheet  music  form.    Ten  cents  the  copy  from  all  dealers,  or  from  Hall-Mack  Co.,  Phila.) 
(As  last  verse  is  sung  enter  boys  and  girls  costumed  to  represent  the  various  industries  of  the  couutry  as  mining, 
farming,  gardening,  etc.    These  take  their  places  behind  the  others. 

No.  8.    Chorus. — "Columbia,  the  Gem  of  the  Ocean."    One  stanza.    (See  page  47.) 

(Enter  boys  in  scout  and  in  sailor  uniform,  also  Red  Cross  nurses  and  take  their  place 
behind  those  already  on  the  platform.) 
No.  9.    Chorus.—"  Star  Spangled  Banner."   One  Stanza. 

(Enter  singers  who  formed  Living  Flag  at  beginning  of  entertainment  and  take  their  places  on  grand-stand."  At 
conclusion  of  this  chorus  America  enters  from  rear  of  stage  and  takes  her  place  upon  a  pedestal  in  rear  centre  of  stage. 
Take  pose  to  represent  statue  "  Liberty  enlightening  the  world.") 

America. — "And  now  behold  Us  united  for  our  beloved  land.  Dearly  we  treasure 
Freedom,  the  heritage  of  our  fathers,  and  hallowed  by  their  memory  the  torch  of  Liberty 
shall  ever  burn  brightly  on  these  shores.  To  our  country  then,  pledge  we  heart  and  hand, 
to  our  Flag  we  yield  unswerving  loyalty,  and  for  Liberty  whose  glorious  flame  has  been  our 
guiding  star,  we  will  do  and  dare  with  undaunted  and  undying  devotion." 

No.  10.    Chorus— "My  Country,  'Tis  of  Thee." 


No.  1.  Chorus. 
Elsie  Duncan  Yale. 
All  voices  in  unison. 


Fling  Out  the  Flag. 


J.  Lincoln  Hall. 
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1.  O  fling  out  the  flag,  in  the  breeze  let  it  wave,  For-ev  -  er  it  floats  o'er  the  home  of  the 

2.  0  fling  out  the  flag,'tis  the  standard  of  right,'Tis  lib  -  erty's  token,  so  beauteous,  so 

3.  O  fling  out  the  flag,  let  us  fling  it  a  -  far,  The  flag  of  our  fathers,  each  state  is  a 
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brave;  Each  star  is  a  state  ev  -  er  loy  -  al  and  true,  Then  fling  out  the  flag, 'tis  the 
bright;  Let  each  faithful  pa-triot  al  -  legiance  re-new,  Then  fling  out  the  flag, 'tis  the 
star;    In -spire  us  for  coun-try  to  dare  and  to  do,  Then  fling  out  the  flag, 'tis  the 


gg— 4-J-ri— I  J  1  J  1  J  Ll£:zfcL— J  □ 

~#-  -m-  ~m-  -m-  -w-    \       tow      |  * 


red,  white  and  blue!    Fling  out  the  flag,    Fling  out  the  flag,       Banner  of  red,  white  and 


blue! 


i »  i 


O'er  land  or  sea  we  will  all  fol  low  thee,  In  val-or  to  dare  or  to 

i  ,     i  i     i  ,      ^  _  . 
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do; 


Come  from  the  North,  Come  from  the  South,  Come  from  the  East  and  the 


4 
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Fling  Out  the  Flag.— Concluded. 
.  fin 
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West; 


Fol-low  the  flag, 


Fol-low  the  flag,      Emblem  we  love  the  best. 

J  -J  1— i 
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no  e  chorus    America,  Our  Hearts  are  Thine. 

Elsie  Duncan  Yale.  J.  Lincoln  Hall, 
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1.  A  -  mer  -  i  -  ca,  A  -  mer  -  i  -  ca,  our  hearts  are  thine  for  aye  From  sea  to  sea  let 

2.  A  -  mer  -  i  -  ca,  A  -  mer  -  i  -  ca,  u  -  nit  -  ed  would  we  stand,  Al  -  legiance  true  would 

3.  A  -  mer  -  i  -  ca,  A  -  mer  -  i  -  ca, what  rich-  es  fair  are  thine!  To  thee  we  yield  the 

|  _        ____  -i—  •    -a.    -m...  _rf 
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lib  -  er  -  ty  ex  -  tend  her  glorious  sway,  While  waves  a  -  bove  the  flag  we  love,  the 
we     re-  new,  to   thee  our  na  -  tive  land ; ' Neath  stripes  and  stars, ' neath  crimson  bars,  we 
wealth  of  field,  of  mountain  and  of  mine;  From  land  of  snow  to  trop  -  ic  glow,  far 


1 — r 
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star  -  ry  banner  bright,  Our  watchword  hear, resounding  clear,  "For  freedom  and  for  right [" 
pledge  our  strength  and  might,  Our  watchword  hear,  resounding  clear,  "For  freedom  and  for  right!' ' 
be  thine  eagle's  flight,  Our  watchword  hear, resounding  clear, 1  'For  freedom  and  for  right!" 
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Refrain. 
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M  LJ  tU 
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A  -  mer  -  i  -  ca,  A  -  mer  -  i  -  ca,  from  o  -  cean  un  -  to    o  -  cean,  A  -  mer  -  i  -  ca,  A 
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1  

tain  thy  glorious  light,  Our  watchword  hear, resounding  clear,  "For  freedom  and  for  right." 


ft:  l  r 
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No.  4.  Chorus. 


The  Spirit  of  Seventy-Six. 


Elsie  Duncan  Yale. 

Solo,  (or  All  in  unison). 


J.  Lincoln  Hall. 


1.  0  thespir-it  of  dare  and  the  spir  -  it  of  do,  Thespir-it  of  courage  and  loy  al  -  ty 

2.  O  the  spirit  of  trust  that  the  right  must  pre  vail,  The  spirit  that  says  that  we  nev-er  can 

3.  O  the  spirit  that  dwells  in  the  heart  of  the  brave,  The  spirit  that  says, 1  'Let  our  flag  ever 


i 


4 — n  -. 

Semprc  stac.  ~m~ 
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true,  The  spir  -  it  of  faith  in  the  red,  white  and  blue,  The  spir-it  of  sev  en  -  ty  -  six! 
fail,  Our  good  ship  of  state  it  can  weather  each  gale,  The  spir-it  of  sev  en  -  ty  -  six! 
wave,"  The  spir  it  that  calls  us  our  coun  try  to  save,  The  spir-it   of  sev-en  -  ty  -  six! 
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58       The  Spirit  of  Seventy-Six— Concluded. 


Chorus.  Parts,  may  be  used  as  a  solo. 


Tis  the  pa-  tri-ot  spirit  that  nev-er  can  die,  'Tis  the  nation-al spirit  the  foe  tode-fy, 
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*  2        ^  *  \         1  "T  * 

'Tis  the  spir  -  it  of  lib  -  er-ty — freedom  or  die,   The  spir  -  it    of  sev  -  en  -  ty  -  six! 
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colla  voce. 
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No.  5.  Song. 


Banjos  Down  in  Dixie. 


Elsie  Duncan  Yale. 
Moderate.  _m_ 


Adam  Getbel. 
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Banjos  Down  in  Dixie —Continued. 
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1.  De   red  birds  am   a -sing  -  in'  in    de  white  mag-no  -  lia 

2.  De  brook  it's  just  a -sing  -  in'  lak    a     lit  -   tie  child  at 
(Till  ready.)             3.  De  mock  -  in'  bird's  a  -  trill  -  in' such  a    mer  -  ry  song  o' 


y--2  ztt 


trees,  An'  buz  -  zin'  roun'  de  ros  -  es  go  de  yel  -  low  bum-  ble  bees;  But 
play,  De  owl  he  is  a- hoot  -  in'  in  de  same  ole  creep  -y  way;  But 
cheer,      Just  lak  «  he  feel   so  hap  -  py  dat   he  want  -  ed  all    to  hear;  But 


is 


m 


sweet-est  of  de  mu-sicdat's  a -float -in'  on  the  breeze,  Is  de  ring  -  in'  of  de 
sweet  est  of  de  mu  -  sic  you  kin  hear  by  night  or  day,  Is  de  ring  -  in'  of  de 
yet    de  sweet-  est  mu  -  sic  dat  comes  sound-in'  to  my  ear,     Is  de  ring  -  in'  of  de 
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ban  -  jos  down   in  Dix  - 


ie! 
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Banjos  Down  in  Dixie— Concluded. 

♦Refrain,  mf 

^^^^ 


O      de    ban  -  jos  am      a  -  ring  -  in'    in  my 


g — £ 


dear    ole  Dix  -  ie  home,     0  de 


jos    am      a  -  call  -  in'  jes' 
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I 


call  -  in'   me     to  come;     0     I'm     go  -  in'  back    to   Dix  -  ie,    nev  -  er 


(I 
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more  my  steps  shall  roam,  O     de   ban  -  jos  am     a  -  call  -  in'  back  to   Dix  -  ie  ! 
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*  A  quartet  of  boys  dressed  as  negro  minstrels  may  come  upon  the  stage  and  repeat  the  refrain  of  this  song, 
•r  all  may  sing  it  in  unison. 


C.  A.  M. 


I  Salute  Thee,  Old  Glory.  61 

C.  Austin  Miles. 


And 


L  Thy  white  stars  laid   in    heaven's  hlue  Are  fixed  as  the  stars  on  high,  iina 

2.  Thy  white  stripes  speak  for  lib  -  er  -  ty,  Thy  red    of  the  martyrs'  blood,  Of 

3.  No     ty  -  rant  foe    nor    al  -  ien  hand  Shall  tread  in  the  dnst  thy  folds,  Nor 

i  f  if  g  p  1  ip  [  p  i  p  p  p  "r^PPP 


Chobus. 


stripe  and  star  As   last-  ing  are  As  plan  -  ets  in   the  sky.  } 

those  who  gave  Their  lives  to  save  Our  land  from  tyrant's  rod.  >  I  sa  -  lute  thee,  Old 
friend  nor  foe  Can  lay  thee  low  Whom  freedom's  God  upholds.  J 


Mm 
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Glo -ry,  Here's  my  heart  and  hand  to  you,   And    to  your  gleaming  col-ors  I 


i 


P 
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promise   to    be   true;    I    sa  -  lute  thee,  Old  Glo  -  ry,  And  my  hat   is   off  to 
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C.  A.  M. 


How  Betsy  Made  the  Flag. 


C.  Austin  Miles. 


DC 


r-4- 


m 


I        "  I 


Said  Washing-ton  to   Bet  -  sy  Ross,  "A  flag  our  na-  tion  needs, 
Said  Bet  -  sy  Ross  to  Wash-ing-  ton, 1  'Your  country's  flag  behold, ' ' 
She  made  the  flag  as    we    all  know  with  stitches  strong  and  neat, 

!   3s    1    !    !   ?    \    I    I  T  -    l    I    ,  i 


To 

And 

And 

I 


lead  our 
thro'  his 
nei  -  ther 


i 


val  -  iant  sol-diers  on  to  high  and  no  -  ble  deeds;  Now, can  you  make  one  for  us?  "  To 
tear-dimmed  eyes  he  saw  the  Stars  and  Stripes  unfold :  Then  to  his  breast  he  clasped  it  and 
on    the  laDd  or  sea  has  that  flag  met  de -feat;  The  Stars  and  Stripes  shall  ev-er  a- 
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which  she  made  re  -  ply 
looked 
bove 
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am  not  cer- tain  that   I  can;  at  least  I'll  glad- ly  try." 
to  heav'n  a-bove,  "0  may  it    ev-er  stand*' he  cried,  "for  right  and  truth  and  love." 
our  coun-try  wave,  Our  land  of  truth  and  free-dom  and  the  home-land  of  the  brave. 
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So  she  took  some  red  for  the  blood  they  shed.  Some  white  for  puri  -  ty,      Some  stars  so 
I      I      I      I  I      I      I       I      I      I      I      I      I    I    I  II 


JiL±  -1  ^-^4-^ — 1 — 1 — r-4-J 

1      1  1    1  = 

J  J  J  i  YTTJ] 

w    i  m  *±d  z  t-*  tt  t  z  t±m — f 

bright  from  the  sky  o' eThead, Some  blue  for  loyal  -  ty,  Ands 
l|          1     |     j   J     \     |     |     1      |    |   !  m 

=wed  them  all  to-geth-er,  For 
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Not*.— This  song  is  intended  for  children.  It  was  sung  with  great  success.  July  4th,  with  the  following 
exercise;  A  flag  lying  on  a  table  was  concealed.  Before  it  were  heaps  of  red.  white  and  blue  paper,  and  also 
irregular  pieces  of  white  paper  representing  stars.  While  refrain  was  sun?  portions  of  the  paper  were  dropped 
upon  the  flag  and  ae  refrain  ended  for  3rd  stanza  the  flag  was  waved. 
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rit. 
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loy  -  al  hearts  and  true;  And  hand  in  hand  as  one  we  stand,  For  the  red,  white  and  blue. 
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Kind  Words  can  Never  Die. 


A.  H.  P. 


Mrs.  Abby  Hutchinson  Patton. 

A  4 — 4 


-4-s)  


-251- 


1.  Kind  words  can   nev-er  die,  Cher-ish'd  and  blest,   God  knows  how  deep  they  lie, 

2.  Sweet  tho'ts  can   nev-er  die,  Tho',  like  the  flow' rs,  Their  brightest  hues  may  fly 

3.  Our    souls  can   nev-er  die,  Tho'     in  the  tomb   We    may  all  have  to  lie, 

K  I  A.  £Ti  m  A  jtft  «  ^3  J  Ml   
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Stored  in  the  breast:  Like  childhood's  sim  -  pie  rhymes,  Said  o'er  a  thousand  times, 
In  win  -  try  hours.  But  when  the  gen  -  tie  dew  Gives  them  their  charms  anew, 
Wrapp'din   its  gloom.  What  tho'  the  flesh  de  -  cay,    Souls  pass  in  peace  a  -  way, 

 m — 4  -  —  - 
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Aye,  in  all  years  and  climes  Dis  -  tant  and  near. 
With  many  an  add  -ed  hue  They  bloom  a  -  gain. 
Live  through  e  -  ter  -  nal  day  With  Christ  a  -  bove, 

— &  m  « — ri  m — i 


Kind  words  can   nev  -  er  die, 

Sweet  tho'ts  can   nev  -  er  die, 

Our     souls  can   nev  -  er  die, 
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Nev  -  er  die,  nev  -  er  die,  Kind  words  can  nev 
Nev-er  die,  nev-er  die,  Sweet  tho'ts  can  nev 
Nev  -  er   die,    nev  -  er  die,  Our    souls  can  nev 


er 
er 
er 


die, 
die, 
die, 
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No,  nev  -  er  die. 
No,  nev  -  er  die. 
No,    nev  -  er  die. 
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64 


My  Baby  Sister. 


Colin  Sterne. 


H.  Ernest  Nichol. 


Unison,  a  tempo. 


1 .  I    have  got  a  ba  -  by   sis  -  ter, 

2.  When  her  lit-tle  feet  can  tod-  die, 

Accomp.  staccato. 

J  m  -I 


She  has  pret-ty  eyes  of  blue, 
I   will  hold  her  lest  she  fall. 


i  m  
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Ti  -  ny  feet  so  pink  and  dain  -  ty, 
If  she  hurts  her-self  I'll  kiss  her, 


Ti  -  ny  hand  and  fin-gers,  too; 
So  she  shall  not  cry  at  all; 
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 «*H 
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Sometimes  moth  er  lets  me  nurse  her, 
I      will   al  -  ways,  al  -  ways  love  her, 


Sit -ting  in  my  lit  -  tie  chair; 
Mother's  dar-ling  lit  -  tie  girl, 

I 


is 


nt. 


PP 


How  I  love  tcT  see  her  sleep  -  ing,  She's  so  gen  tle,  sweet  and  fair! 
Fair  -  er    than  the  lov-liest  flow  -  er,       Dear  -  er  than  the  pur  -  est  pearl! 

1  1  j  .  . 
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My  Shadow. 


65 


Robert  L.  Stevenson. 
Andantino. 


Ella  Matthews  Godfrey. 


:8 


1.  I    have    a   lit  -  tie  shad  -  ow     That  goes  in   and  out   with  me, 

2.  The  fun-niest  thing  a  -  bout  him     Is     the  way  he  likes    to  grow, 

3.  One  morning  ver  -  y     ear  -  ly,         Be  -  fore  the  sun   was  up, 
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me 
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And  what  can  be    the  use    of  him     Is  more  than  I     can  see; 
Not  at   all   like  prop  -  er  children,  which  Is    al  -  ways  ver  -  y  slow; 
I      rose  and  found  the  shin- ing  dew     On  ev  -  'ry  but  -  ter  -  cup; 
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He  is  ver  -  y,  ver  -  y  like  me, 
For  he  sometimes  shoots  up  tall  -  er, 
But  my  la  -  zy    lit  -  tie  shad  -  ow, 


m 


From  the  heels  up   to    the  head, 
Like  an  In  -  dia  rub  -  ber  ball, 
Like  an   ar  -  rant  sleep  -  y  head, 


i 
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And  I   see  him  jump  be  -  fore   me  When  I  jump  in  -  to  my 

And  he  sometimes  gets  so    lit  -  tie  That  there's  none  of  him  at 

Had  stay'd  at  home  be -hind  me,  And  was  fast   a -sleep  in 
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Old  Glory. 


G.  L.  H. 

Xot  too  fast. 


EE 


A  -4- 


Grace  L.  Hosmer. 


-w        -w     *         *  w 

1.  Grand-pa     al  -  ways  says  "Old  Glo  -  ry,"     So     I    say    it  too; 

2.  When  he  says    "Sa-lute  the    col-orsl"  You  should  hear  us  cheer  1 

.  I  III 
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And  of  course  our  fav-' rite  col- ors  Are  red,  white  and  blue. 
But. some  times  I  think  I  see  on  Grandpa's  cheek  a  tear. 


1=l**  f - 

He  and  I  play 
When  I  say  my 


±2: 


n 


I 

'  'March  like  soldiers. ' '  And  we  keep  such  time  ! 
pray  rs  at  bed-time,  Just  be-fore  I'm  through 


I 

He  says  if  the    boys  could  see  us 
He  says  1  'don' t  for-  get  Old  Glory, ' ' 
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Refrain. 
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They  would  think  it  fine.  |  Qy  G1  .  j  Qld  Glo  .  j  >Tl3  the  fl  we  loye  gQ 
And    I    nev-  er  do. 
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true-         Old   Glo  -  ry!       Old   Glo  -  ry!      Oar  own  Red.  White  and  Blue! 
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At  Evening;  when  I  Go  to  Bed. 
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Frank  Dempster  Sherman. 
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Ella  Matthews  Godfrey. 
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1.  At   evening  when  I   go  to  bed 

2.  And  oft-en  when  I'm  dreaming  so, 

3.  For  when  at  morning  I    a  -  rise 


4-4- 


I        see    the  stars  shine  o-ver  head; 
A  -  cross   the  sky  the  moon  will  go; 
There's  not    a  star  left  in  the  skies; 


33at 


Its: 


i 


f 


fc=b*fc 


rrr 


ST 


They  are   the  lit  -  tie  dais  ies  white     That  dot    the  meadows  of  the  night. 
It       is     a   la  -  dy  sweet  and  fair      Who  comes   to  gath-er  dais-es  there. 
She's  picked  them  all  and  dropped  them  down  In  -  to     the  meadows  of  the  town. 


-44-1—1- 


I 


1  
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My  Bed  is  Like  a  Little  Boat. 


Robert  L.  Stevenson. 
P  Moderate. 


Ella  Matthews  Godfrey. 


8: 


i 


My  bed 
At  night 
All  night 


is  like 
I  go 
a  -  cross 


a  lit  -  tie  boat,  Nurse  helps  me 
on  board  and  say  Good-  night  to 
the   dark   we  steer,  But   when  the 


in 
all 
day 


I 

when  I  em 
my  friends  on 
re  -  turns  at 


■m—jt- 


rit. 


It 


bark, 
shore 
last, 


She  girds  me 
.  I  shut  my 
Safe   in  my 


m 


M 


r- 

in     my  sail  -  or' s  coat  And  starts  me   in     the  dark, 
eyes  and  sail      a -way  And  see   and  hear 
room  be -side   the  pier   I     find  my  ves 

JfrTl      !  !  -  N 


no 
sel 


more, 
fast. 


i 
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The  Robin  and  the  Brooklet. 


(i.  L.  H. 


Grace  L.  Hosmee. 


1.  0    the  rob  -  in  and  the  brook-let   are  sing-ing      Such  a   ver  -  y,  ver  -  y, 

2.  When  the  lit  -  tie  leaves  are  green  on  the  tree-  tops,    When  the  winds  the  scent  of 

I  m  1  S  


5^ 


mer-ry,  mer-ry  song;  They  are  tell-ing  that  the  summer  is  com  -  ing,  That  the 
budding  flowers  bring,     When  the  earth  is  full  of  wee  voic-  es  whisp'ring,  "Lo,  we 


^£3 


I  1  . ' 


m 


chill  days  of  win  -  ter  are  gone;     Lit  -  tie  rob-in,  how  we  love  the  pretty  sto  -  ry 
come,  it  is  spring!  It  is  spring!"  There  so  ear-ly  in  the  bright  and  sunny  morning 


4=£ 


i — t- 


m 


You  are  tell-ing  all  the  hap-py,sun-ny  day,  Little  brooklet, how  we  love  the  song  you' re 
Comes  a  song,  and  then  a  ripple  sweet  and  clear,  'Tis  the  rob-  in  and  the  brooklet  that  are 

4 


Refrain. 


— « —  J-  g  '  I  m~--m  


sing-ing,    As  you  run  far   a-way,  far  a -way.  |        Lak    ^    la  k  la>  j 
sing-ing!    And  we  know  that  the  summer  is  near.) 

m  -m~  -m- 

r~r.  H — •  — *  1 — I  »  »  »  1 — I  g  g 


i 


1 — r 


r- r 


Copyright,  MCMXVII,  by  Hall-Mack  Co.   International  Copyright  Secured. 


The  Robin  and  the  Brooklet— Concluded.  69 

i — i  :  


la, 


La,  la,  la,   la,  la,  la,   la,   la;       Hear  the  rob-in  from  the  tree-top  join  the 


p3 


2 


brooklet  in  its  song;       Hear  it  ech  -  o,  hear  it  murmur    On  the  wind  a  -  long. 


m 


I  I 


Haldor  Lellenas. 


I— f 


1 — I- 


D.  K.  W. 

IEE 


The  Whip-poor-will. 


i 


-4—4 


to 


IP 


1.  I   love  to  roam  by  the  rippling  rill,  Where  the  evening  breez  es  play,  And  list  the 

2.  0  mer-ry  bird  of  the  green  wood  tree,  Sing     on   in  hap  -  py  glee;  Fit  em-blem 

3.  I   won-der  what  Will  has  ev  -  er  done  To  de-serve  so  sad   a  fate,  Per-haps  he 


✓ — X 


*K  1  1  1— I — i  1  1 — af~^~  |  m 


Chorus. 
J*J  T  '  I 


r 


song  of  the  Whip-poor-will,  As  he  sings  his  evening  lay.  J 
thou  with  thy  song  of  praise  For  this  Nation  bold  and  free.  >  Whip-poor-will,  Whip-poor-will, 
tar  -ried  a  -  long  his  way  And  for  school  he  was  too  late. J  |    |  |  | 


-<2- 


s 


.J- 


i 


3=* 


r — r         r  -       r  -  i 

In  the  dusk  we  hear;      Whip-poor-will,  Whip-poor-will,   Sounding  loud  and  clear. 

II  II 
•  _         -•-         _         ~m-       -s>-         „  -js?-* 


42- 


_«2- 


J0L. 


1 


r — 
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The  Little  Lady. 


G.  L.  H. 


Grace  L.  Hosmek. 


1.  There  she  is!  The  lit  -  tie    la  -  dy,  In    her  spot  -  ted  gown; 

2.  In       the  win  -  ter   lit  -  tie   la  -  dy  Goes    so  sound  a-  sleep; 


(gfezzQ-p-r-r    i  i  -w  i  i 


1-t 


4Mt 


1-t 


r 


I 


If  'tis 
In  a 

— 


— 


=3    ^_q4g^">  !  ~n 


you  she  wants  to  vis  -  it,  Do  not  scold  or  frown; 
crack  'neath  leaves  or  bush  -  es  Safe  and  warm  to  keep; 


She  per-haps  may 
But  when  comes  the 

P'P  , 


— m-jt     — m-m.  PP. — M  P-*-  -=  ,  *-P  P-4 


be 


J— J*. 


pppp 


S5 


I 


light  so  gent-  ly    On  your  hand  or  arm, 
sum-mer  sunshine,  When  the  days  are  clear, 


I  1  p 


Do  not  fear,  for  lit  -  tie  la  -  dy 
Out  she  peeps,  then  comes  to  tell  us, 

 m 


t=t 


u  r  ui- 


t-r 


tt — Ll — J- 


Refrain. 
-I  1*- 


 *  « 


— 


Ne'er  does  an  -  y  harm.  La  -  dy  bug,       La  -  dy  bug,       0    do  not  fly   a  - 

Spring  at  last    is  here!  La  -  dy  bug,       La  -  dy  bug,       Fly  a- way  quickly 


a*«q>fr    jp  i    |  m -i     |     fc|  ^_ _ |_L-^_i  m - j— | — F^^a1  ^"'j — I — ^      '  1 — — \ 


-J  J^-h  J  J 


is 


way; 
home; 


In  your  gown  of  black  and  scar  -  let,  Lit  -  tie  la  -  dy,  stay. 
For  your  house  is    all     on  fire,  your  child- ren  are     a  -  lone. 
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The  Little  Brown  Chick.  71 

Bertha  Mae  Lillenas.  Haldor  Lillenas. 

„ B.  fl.  fl.  jfl.  fl. 


i 


1.  With   a    peep,  peep,  peep,  From  my  shell     I    creep,  In   the  great  wide 

2.  Hear  the  cluck,  cluck,  cluck,  What  a  great,  good  luck  To  have  moth  -  er 

3.  With   a  cheep,  cheep,  cheep,  And    a  frisk  -  y    leap,  I    am  off  to 

_          4/l    .m-            .  -m-    4*-    -m-  -    -m-  -m- 


—%m- 

world 
al  - 
seek 


to    roam,  All  seems  strange  and  new,  And    I     feel  strange,  too, 

ways  near;  'Neath  her  wings    I  hide,  When  I'm    by    her  side 

my    food;  Scratching  with   my  feet,  All    the  bugs     I  eat 

-1.  _    .0..     .m.     .m-  _    -m-  -m- 


III*  u 


r — r: 


Chorus. 


 i  

EE*: — *  


-1: 


 r  

I     soon   shall  feel     at  home, 
can  -  not    have    an  -  y  fear, 
will  make   me    fat     and  good 

jfK.  -fit-     «+-  -fS2-. 


But 
I 

Soon 


Peep,  peep,  peep,  From  my 


ft.  K.  M. 


-~4 


m 


shell     I   creep,  With  a  down  -  y    coat   a  -  dorn 
ft.  .m. 
§=*==fc==te 


Peep,  peep,  peep, 


IH.  #1. 


T-  i~  n= — I* — 


I     am    not     a  -  sleep,     So    I      say     to    you:  "Good  morn- ingl" 
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